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lAlE LITEMEI MAGAZIEE. 



NOVEMBER, 1844. 



THE PROSPECTS OF THE AMERICAN LAWYER. 

Perhaps there is not to be found at this age of the world any sta- 
tion in general so lesponsible fot its inflneace, and so dignified for its 
intrinsic worth, as that occupied by the American Lawyer. Viewed 
only as a tool in pandering to the reckless and anbouuded passions of 
his follow men, ot in defending their gtossness and corruption, he in- 
deed presents to us a sickly and sorry spectacle ;— 4he appearance of 
one who deliberately sells his high birthright for a " mess of pottage :" 
but regarding him in the position he truly holds, as the interpreter of 
man's actions and of man's relation to man — as one appointed to pre- 
serve an accurate balance of the scales of justice — as the sworn ene- 
my to disorder sad sedition, to vice and crime, and the ready defender 
of virtue, of morality and religion, our preconceived contempt vanishes 
to make room for an opinioa of candor and impartiality. We deem 
him the holder of one of the most dignified and important stations, to 
whose iflQuence society is related. The clerical profession is of more 
limited and select influence, requiring none of that keen insight into the 
human character bo essential to the Lawyer, none of that variety of 
information without which the legal profession would be but a frail tex- 
ture, illy provided for the entan^ements of dispute and litigiousness. 
In the latter profession are found in an extraordinary combination all 
the duties and consequent influences of the dispenser of justice, of the 
expounder and inlerpretei of human actions, of the valiant defender of 
religion and virtue, and of the man of letters. A stranger concurrence 
of duties never presented itself in any profession, and a greater array 
of qualifications for high and noble success can nowhere else be found 
requisite. In view of the dignity, of the rank, and of the astonishing 
influence it is felt to exert on our people, we have made this brief pre- 
face to a few remarks on the prospects of the American Lawyer, and 
the neceasity of comporting his character and action to their appear- 
ance. 

America is yet in the bloom of hei youth. Her halls of justice have 
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u yet scarcely accumulated the dust and cobwebs of half a century ; 
her judicial benches have been consecrated by the occupancy of but 
few learned and noble men ; her Congress, which first learned its ele- 
ments in the principles of government not ihree quarters of a century 
ago, has never yet been monopolized by any array of genius and elo- 
quence, though England's halla may look upon it with a jealous eye ; 
her legislative halls returns with a glad echo the tones of the youthful 
aspirant for honor, and the genius of letters stands ready with a harvest 
of laurels for any who by aelf-deayiog energy may choose to gather 
them. This is the open field for our Lawyers ; in any, or in all, may 
they rise, and that too, only by the careful training and husbandry of 
the very talents that establish them in their profession. 

Under the nicely defined customs of England relative to competitors, 
in this profession, every post, whether of high or low esteem, like pro- 
perty, is inheritable only to those of a class previously defined and Hm- 
ited ; for the counselor and the barrister, for the stateamau and the mere 
parliamentarian, there are requisite as many distinct classes of qualid- 
catiens ; each as he attains his desired excellence in that rank to which 
his inclinations directed him, and for which his abilities fitted him, looks 
DO farther : the whole is an organized, mechanical system, tending 
rather to cramp than to expand the energy and powers of its subjects. 
It imparts, it is true, a solid dignity and high standard to each distinct 
division of the profession, while as an offset to this, we look in vain for 
that noble ambition, which grasps all within its reach, and all honorable 
rivalry for excellence subsides into the meagreness of individual en- 
mities and jealousies. 

How soon these limits may, and aa some would imagine, must di- 
vide the legal Tanks of America, it is impossible now to determine. 
jBnough is it for our lawyers to know, that all before them is compaTa* 
tively unoccupied, ' The boundaries of the profession, like ihoae of 
America's own soil, yet encircle untamed forests, mountains unascend- 
ed, valleys and glens never yet penetrated, and plains whose teeming 
clod was never yet upturned. He who sets forth from his professional 
studies with equipments adapted to all his projects, has every induce- 
ment to make those projects grand and exited, and if he but look 
faithfully at his prospects they can be no other. Step by step may he 
wend his way up to the highest honors an intelligent nation can confer ; 
his manhood and middle age may be surrounded and guarded by the 
esteem and admiration of thousands, and be will peacefully recline on 
his gathered laurels in his old age, until the innocence of a ' second 
childhood' shall have prepared his spirit for entrance into its eternal 
rest. In the capacity of a statesman he sees more broadly the range 
of objects ha may grasp ; enlighteaed views of social compact, of civil 
relations and of the intercourse of nations may all be hia. As a lover 
of literature there is abundant room for him, and his country claims its 
occupancy by him ; and finally, that portion of American mind, which 
is as yet ui^ormed, looks to the advice and opinions he may even ud- 
Buspectingly let fall for a basis to theii own predilections and final 
judgment. 



gilizedbvGoO^^IC 



Eccfianse 
Yal# University 
Ubrsry 
1844. ]JKN 2 'Hks PROSPECTS of the amekican lawyer. 



The influence he may exeit is in truth more extensive than that of 
the follower of any other profeaaion. Like the statka of bearded grain 
before the keen sickle, every one bends before it— itself no less a learn- 
er than a teacher. We may with much truth assert that he who min- 
isters at the sacied altar, or that he who leads on the young mind step 
by step, carries in his respective teachings the evidence of a powerful 
and extended influence ; that the influence of home, of a mother's lore 
and a sister's aflection, are too great to be withstood even at the most 
dazzling temptations ; but if the comparison be allowable, that which 
the legal profession commands is even greater and wider than these. 
The first mentioned influences are recognized only as inspiring the 
youthful or unformed mind with vigor and action, and starting into life 
those powers by which its progress must ever after be governed : it 
belongs to the latter to take this mind fresh and vigorous from its nurse- 
ry, and leading it to suit the requirements of the world, to direct the 
action of its powers either (o an honorable distinction or an early grave 
of oblivion. To the former, we look as to the framers of the vessel, 
to the latter as its pilot over the sea of active life. 

As gratifying as the reflection must be to every mind that other minds 
are a&cted by its influence, most truly gratifying if to courses of up- 
' right action, yet so mnch greater is the power of human pride and am- 
bition, the legal professor must experience a double gralificstion on 
beholding open before him the highest seats and the most secluded 
bowers of literature. The honored instances we might adduce of those 
in our own country who have occupied these seats with dignity and 
grace, shonld, we think, suffice to allure those, whose distrust alone 
prevents their attaining similar distinction and usefulness. We might 
mention the example of a Story, no less conversant with letters than 
skilled in judicial learning ; of a Webster, mighty in his reasoning, 
majestic in his eloquence, polished, learned, and dignifled in his wri- 
tings ; of an Adams, wreathing himself and his country's literature with 
laurels that shall endure as long as suns shall rise anid set. Nor may 
we without mention, pass ovei such names as Clinton, Verplanck, 
Cboate, and Legare, who by their eloquent teachings and learned ex- 
amples, have acted a noble part towards elevating our national taste 
and manners. These are America's true and futhful sons, theso are 
their deeds in the cause of letters, and this the situation to which any 
of their profession may exalt themselves. 

The Literary taste that has dawned so brilliantly upon our young 
nation, needs to have its rays concentrated and brought to bear upon 
our national manners. As a young and bold people, we are quick to 
discern the beautiful, and even to establish for ourselves a standard by 
which to judge it, (ban which older nations can boast no better. Yet 
there hitherto have conspired a variety of causes to oppose and retard 
the influences of this literary taste upon our national manners, which 
are only now beginning to be fdt j and those obstacles once removed, 
these influences once in active operation, to every one is made the ap- 
peal to assist individutdly in forming such a literature as shall best com- 
pMt with the spirit of our Poliucal Institutions. Scanty and meagre 
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indeed, is the number of those devoied lovers of Letters, who by their 
unrewarded labors, people our land with fabled races and familiea, or 
attract to our brotherly notice the wrongs and sufTeriogs, hb well as the 
SBTRge deeds of the red man. Few, very few, have lived, or still live 
among us to chant their sad dirge over the grave of our departed he- 
roes, or in the majesty of verse to wrap the history of our mountains, 
our rivers and our waterfalls. The more undisputed then, and unoccu- 
pied the grounds the I^awyer may choose to occupy, the more last- 
ing the honors be may attain. Coupling with this literary excellence 
his knowledge of our national manners and tastes, he becomes pecul- 
iarly fitie^ to make the noble and refined impreaaion on out people of 
which we stand, like every young people, so much in need. 

A notion so prevalent, was never so erroneous, as that professional 
men must be restricted to the limits of ranks and classes, and further- 
niore, that out of those ranks and classes the legal, by this restriction, 
must necessarily be the most limited. Apart from the almost absolute 
necessity imposed upon every member of our society of extending his 
labor and influence beyond the mere conventional limits of his calling, 
the educated lawyer, in particular, is appealed to by the varied and im> 
portant relations he sustains with society around him to engage in every 
caUing, to ' be all things' not less to learning and science, than to ' all • 
men.' This we may rightfully demand of him — of the education he 
has received. He is not merely to be considered the sagacious, self- 
interested being an exclusive application to his profession alone is too 
apt to make him, not merely an agent through ' forms,' ' writs' and ' re- 
plevins,' not entrusted with his gill of eloquence merely to untangle 
and lie anew the knottiest points of law ; these, though in themselves 
remotely important, are but indifierent, and even inefficient mediums 
through which he may become the benefactor of his race ; the great 
code of morals are open to his explanation, the unturned leaves of sci- 
ence yet demand the labors of his investigation ; men who have hitherto 
confided their entire interests to him, yet look to his guidance, and 
government expects from him the offices of an affectionate and dutiful 
son. 

Such are the prospects of, such the claims on the educated lawyer, 
and it would seem a matter no leas of interest than of duty, that he em- 
ploy all the variety of his influences in upholding causes io every 
respect of such moment. Burke, Sheridan, Bolingbroke, Guizot, Ma- 
caiday, and a host we might mention, each stepped forth for the great 
work, and have each shared the greatest honors human power can con- 
fer. Each has done more to preserve even with vigor, the power and 
compass of his native language, than all the professed literati of his age. 
Such men hold not up to their countrymen any hollow, half-meaning 
intention of devoting themselves exclusively to Law, or Literature, or 
Political Ethics ; you never find them immuring themselves from all 
contact with society, only to support a reputation which a more unre- 
served communication would fail to do, but you look into the Forum 
and they are there, yet not there alone ; further observation notes them 
eonveraant with high and low, in the court room and the market-house. 
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Wherever, in fact, man is found, there are they ; and by means so 
gradual and imperceptible do they accomidisb the great works for which 
mankiad love to honor them. 

The immortal Shakspeare was a disciple to no doctrine of retired 
ezclusiveness, nor do we believe he would have led a different life had 
poverty released him from her iron grasp. His study was man, not 
pampered with the luxury and refinement of a Court, nor even in the 
ordinary ranks of society. With Pity he held converse over his night- 
ly mug of ale, and he shook the hand of Sympathy in the dank and 
mould of London cellars. Humanity was the great book which he 
studied, and Experience, always acknowledged the most thorough mas- 
ter, taught him best how to work upon human feelings. And it is from 
these same pages, under the teachings of the same master, that these 
spirits we have mentioned, obtained all that rich fund so lasting in their 
career of usefnlcess and honor, which, once possessed of, they employ- 
ed with a tact and power altogether unknown to the merely literary 
man, and astonishing to the world. 

Look back on literary record to its earliest dates, search for those 
names whose positioQ gives them extraordinary distinction, and ihey 
are the names of those whose lives have been spent in close connec- 
tion with Government and Laws. And we can discover no imparity 
of reasoning, no error in our observation, when we assert that this 
same class of men universally ate capable of doing the greatest ser- 
vice to the cause of Literature and Science. Hence the necessity of 
a faithful consideration on their part of the magnitude of their facilities 
and of directing their abilities in that channel, which shall accomplish 
the desired end. 

No one surely can suppress a smile at noticing the variety and extent 
of ambition which the ' limbs of the law' in many parts of our land 
carry about with them. Men of acknowledged power, who well de- 
served, and by exertion would have obtained the ' high places' in their 
countrymen's esteem, have chosen for themselves a rank of which ma- 
ny, justly inferiors, would be ashamed. If talent were not so unscm- 
pulously, so unrighteously sacrificed, to an insatiable thirst for gain, then 
might such sorry spectacles become more rare. But where a man's 
soul is, in fact, imbedded in the sink of his desires for * lucre,' where 
all the human feelings are merged in the overweening love of a selfish 
[ffeferment, independent of any advantage to others, our astonishment 
soon subsides. One is content, and even happy, in gracing the bench 
of a retail justice ; another gleefully scouts the country with his sack 
of books on hb favorite Rosinanie, arrogating to himself all the airs of 
a prince, and a third, leisurely sitting among his dusty tomes, is ready 
to explain to every passer by the impossibility of a Lawyer's support- 
ing the dignity of his profession, and at the same time, and with the 
same hands and head, aiding the great cause of Letters. These, how- 
ever, are but poor samples of the dignity and intrinsic worth of the 
legal profession. They only form die shades of the picture, without 
which it would show to great disadvantage, the puny insects on the 
great wheel of the profession, which, in spite of the immediate 'dust' 
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they create, rails on with the same force and velocity. We are willing 
to let'them ' plod their weary way' along, till they ' find rest from their 
labors' in that eTetlaating Becluaioa tbeii extreme sordidness fau 
chosen. 

But although to the Lawyer more necessarily belongs, for reasons 
already given, the support of our Literary character, there are other 
conaideratioDB than those of necessity and duty, that should inspire 
him to the work. Honor and fame are his ; his name shall be trea- 
sured up in the gratitude of his countrymen, there to live with the 
glory of the nation. While the toils of active life perplex and weary 
his spirit, there is for him 'exceeding joy' in ' holding sweet commune' 
with the spirits of past ages, in giving loose to the reins of his imag- 
ination, in foreseeing the pleasure with which his name shall be men- 
tioned by, and the reverence with which it shall be entrusted to Posterity. 
The wreathes he binds for his country shall rest upon his own brow ; 
never shall his country forget the work of a dutiful son ; the devotion 
be has manifested to Learning will science joyfully recognize, and bis 
monumental stone thail be inscribed with the title of the Patriot 
Scholar. 



LIFE'S PROMPTINGS. 



Lira has in't noOing that atuiald wake out fears, 
. It* trials are its blessings, — he who can 

Se« nothbg here but eiil, and who hesis 
No Toice of wisdom sounded out to man 
Fmm tliese Serce trials, — lie wbo cannot Bcan 

Each trial as it rises, and see there 

Something should rath^ please in Heaven's girest pUu 

He is for other regions Ibui that air 

lEgh and exalted, which earth's " wing'd ones" only dal 

We start in life— 'we come np from the gloom 

Of some far preyions being, vaguely dream' d — 
And the first thought la, that the soul needs room, 
It cannot slletch itself, and it has seemed 
As if it saw a light, that, Htarllke, streamed 
On to a higher state that must be won,— 

He who is tme to his own sod— -has deem'd 
TTie soul's course was right onward-^be has mn 
Tbe race most ^uit-like, and a great work has done- 
He has laid bold of trials— how 7— as he 

Who sinks beneath them ? never !— Uiej have been 
Bather Us best supporters— and we set 



Digitized bvGoO^^IC 



1844.] life's PROMPTINOS. 

He ii nipported by them thnmgh the scene, — 

Hmj purge his eje-ogfat — give to life a Bbeen 

Lent from lite far, far world to which we baste, — 

And they have given the Hml a. ganiet mien. 
And pfoudet lookg he o'ar the what is past, 
llien tunu his eye right onward — nevei backward cast 

' And he too ia prepared for what may b« 

Lovely and gkirions — with all soeh to mate, — 

Hie grandeur and the gloiy we aU sea 
Round us in Nature, beautiful oi great, — 
The grandeur (hst we see too, where, elate, 

Some kindred soul apeska with ua as we go, — 
And grandeur too of earth far, first estate. 

As its great aools through History do show — 

These come with power — giie heart and sool a nobler glow ! 

And if that purest passion of this life — 

Lore ! holy, heavenly, beating in some heart, 
Cometh to cheer us in the fiery strife — 

And of our own high aouU becomes a part — 

An dement — a thing that wont depart. 
Bat clings to ours with an immortal power, — 

O, hot; this cheers us,! — with new life we start 
On in the race, gain courage every hour — 
And only laugh at douda that may annmd oa lowra. 

And that high^voice that comes to ns from all 
That's o'er or round us, beats too through the soul — 

Hus the sou] hears loo, and it bursts the thrall 
Earth vraold bind roimd earth — doth — ay, roond the whole l-" 
And bosen'd from this last and worst contrd, 

On with still firmer purpose yet we strive, 
Qieering the eoid with visions, while doth roll 

Through the hi|^ heart that Uiss by which we Uva, 

Tet which shall Heaven alone, in perfect fullneta, give ! 

O, then, fear not, thou bfrid heart ! setting forth 

In the great race of time Ute great have run ! — 
But ^ thyself with all (he strength that earth 

Hath for each genmne and imraottal aoal 

Seize each assistant — press on, till is won 
The goal at which all noble ones do aiml — 

And fear not but a great work shall be done — 
Fear not that thou shalt win k glorious name-^ 
Ay, with the noblest stand I — immortal '. — crown'd wUh Fame. 
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A GLANCE at the past and preeest conditian of Italy, awakens within 
us emotions akin to those wluch a young artist experiences, u he con- 
templates a painting from the hand of Raphael. Even though the duM 
of centuries had accumulated upon the canvas, he would still recog- 
nize the band of a master in the conception, the delineation, and the 
finish. Time might have marred its beauliea in the view of the ordi- 
nary observer, who might gaze with pleasure upon the showy produc- 
tion of an inferior artist ; but the man of cultivated taate would re- 
cognize a beauty in the fanner which modem art cannot reach. Even 
BO may the traveler, as he walks amid the ruins of palaces and cities, 
read an inBtructive story of the former greatness of Italy. The mighty 
spirits of the past have written their names in characters upon the 
tablets of her history, which will remain when every monument of an- 
cient art shall have crumbled into dust. 

Italy 1 a land whose very soil is teeming with interest to the phi- 
losopher as well as to the antiquarian, and to the man of taste as well 
as to the classical student — the centre, whence emanated the Ro- 
man power I She was the home of the arts and sciences during a 
period in which nearly all the world besides was involved in darkness, 
and gave being to a new kind of despotism, which enthralled the souls 
as well as the bodies of men. How shall we use language worthy of 
association with those great names which are scattered all along the 
line of her history ! Junius Brutus ! a name, the sound of which has 
thrilled the bosem of every patriot ; how often haa his example been 
abused to lend a coloring of virtue to crime, and to dignify with the 
name of heroism the basest conspiracies ! Marcus Fortius Cato, the 
severe censor, the stem reformer of Roman manners ; how did Rome, 
in her degenerate days, seek in vain for incorruptible virtue like his ! 
Cato Uticensia, who refused to live to witness the downfall of his 
country's independence — Julius Gfeaar, the orator, the soldier, the phi- 
losopher, who gratified the pride of his country by his conquests, but 
gave the death-blow to her liberties by his ambition — Marcus Brutus, 
whose example the infamous French regicides dared to plead in justifi- 
cation of the murder of their sovereign — Cicero, Virgil, Horace, 
Seneca, and a host of others, whose names dignify her history, and 
whose influence has been felt by every succeeding age ! 

But Rome fell, and moral darkness settled down upon the world. 
Paganism and its unholy rites had long since fallen. In its place arose 
the Christian Church. After a fearful and protracted struggle for her 
existence against pagan superstition, the Church now found herself in 
the seat of power ; and that which adversity had failed to accomplish, 
was wrought by prosperity, with fatal effect. Human passion and in- 
firmily became blended with the sublime doctrines of the cross. The 
doom of Religion was sealed, when she was made to harmonize with 
the passions of men. Those rude barbarians who had conquered the 
Roman empire, came forward and were baptized. The cross was then 
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assamed bb an outward badge, in ignorance of its doctrines and negloci 
of its spirit. But all tended to elevate tlie tempcM'al pover aod dignity 
of the Chnrch, till mankind beheld tbe singnlai phenomenon of sub- 
missire looking priests, with shaven crowns, awing into subjection 
haughtjr barons and their retainers ; or the mitred head of the Church 
at Rome, claiming the submission of monarchs, and impiooslj' adt^iting 
the language, " by me kings reign." 

That was a brilliant day for Italy, when numerous petty repaUicB in 
her midst started into being. With them the arts and aciencea arose, 
as with new life and vigor, friHn the repose of ages. Gienoa and Ven- 
ice led the way. The world was made tributary to dieir commercial 
greatness. Their light built craft were seen floating on every sea, 
bringing untold wealth to fill the coffers of their merchanta. Palaces 
were built and decorated with princely magnificence, and their owners 
assumed a style and exciusiveness at variance with the 8{»rit of republi- 
canism. Venice and Genoa have attracted the admiration of the friends 
of liberty, who have eulogized the energy which raised them to their 
eminence, and the spirit which maintained them there. Yet these were 
qoalities not diffused among the mass of ihe people, but confined to a 
few families, whose enormous wealth conferred upon them an elevated 
political as well as social rank. Aristocratic despotism was rife within 
the walls of these cities. Even in Genoa, the dungeons of the palace of 
the Doges have witnessed the cruel fate of many a victim of republican 
tyranny. The Council of Ten at Venice, whoae adjudication upon 
cases brought before them was as prompt as their punishments were 
dark and terrible, waa a tribunal whoae very mention excites a shud- 
der. What verdict mankind may now pass upon the deeds of this tri- 
bunat, afler duly considering the state of society at that period, we 
know not. However, terrible necessity alone could have authorized 
- the adoption of a system of espionage hke that which prevailed, the 
seizure and conviction of the accused without the usual fonns of trial, 
or being confronted with his accusers. 

Bnt from scenes like these we turn away, to contemplate Venice as 
she is, a city majestic though in decline. Decay has stamped its im- 
press upon the walls of her palaces and upon every wortt of art which 
the eye surveys. The merry gondolier, aa he floats along, may sing in 
notes as cheerful as in years gone by ; bnt the Venitian of rank, who 
can look unmoved upon the disgrace of his country, the victim of Aus- 
trian despotism, must have a heart callous to every honorable emotion. 
The patriot may find relief in recalling Uie past to mind. What fond 
recollections sre associated with "Venice bnUt on a hundred isles!" or 
who would not enjoy, with the noble bard, one of those moonlight 
scenes npon the Adnstic ? The present decline of the city is over- 
looked, as the recollections of her past glory crowd upon the mind. 

Venice was founded in the fifth century, by persons that had es- 
caped to these islands through fear of the Barbarians who had then 
invaded the north of Italy. Venice and Genoa were splendid cities 
when London and Paris were collections of miserable orttages. The 
ships of Venice brought into port die products of every clime, and ber 

VOL. X. t 
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republicKQ citizans vied with the Bovenigns of Europe in the pomp of 
their equipagea and the magnificence of iheir palaces. By meuiB id 
hei immenae wealth, ahe waa enabled to raise large annieB of mer- 
oenaiies and provide numerous fleets, by which ahe made herself the 
nistresa of the Adriatic and the tenor of Ae states of Italy. Through 
jealousy of her greatness. Pope Julius Second, assisted by the Em- 
peror of Germany and the King of France, formed, in the yeai^teen 
bundled aad eight, the celebrated lea^e of Cambcay, for hor destruc- 
tion. The repubhc, confident in her resources, neglected U> take thti 
necessary precautions, until her armies were defeated aad she wa* 
brought to the verge of destruction. The confederates were impatient 
for the spoil to accrue from the plander of so rich a city. But the 
Pope, thinking that the Venitians had been sufficieaily humbled, with 
pontifical duplicity, changed sides, and brought the other atatea of Italy 
to act in concert with him againat France. 

Genoa, probably more than any other Itatiau city, witneseed within 
her walls, the mad civil feuda between the Gnelfs and Ghibbeiines ; 
and even yet, one is impressed with peculiarities in the structure of 
private residences, betokening fierce civil dissension in times past. 
Whence those massite buiblinga, or those gloomy iron bars by which 
the windows of the lower story are preserved from intrusion ? Does 
it not bring to light those fearful civil strifes, during which the narrow 
streets of the city were used as battle-grounds and the bouses as forti- 
ficaUons ? The watchword of Guelf, or Ghibbeline,* was sufficient 
to rouse the partisans of the Pope and the Emperor to open hostility. 

One entering the magnificent harbor of Genoa, passes between two 
strong Moles, built to serve as a protection against the violent storms 
whii£ sometimes prevail in the Mediterranean. Within is a circulitr 
basin, where the once flourishing navy of the republic could ride in se- 
curity. On one side of the amphitheatre of hills which enclose the 
harbor, stands the city, defended by massive stone wails, and com- 
manded from behind by very strong fortifications. The remaining hills 
are thickly studded with psilaces of the nobility, if that class deserves 
the name which has lost its political importance. The eye rests first 
upon the palace of Doda, a noble edifice, standing at the head of the 
bay, a monnment of the gratitude of the ropnblic to her Liberator. 
About the year 1530, Andrea Doria, a Genoese by birth, though at 
that time an officer in the service of the King of France, determined 
to free his country. SaiUng with his fleet into the harbor, he expelled 
the French, and remained master of the city. A strong temptation was 
placed before him to retain the supreme command. But his design 
was more noble. He convened the people in the public square, and 
there reminding them of the ancient glory of the oily, reconunended 
them to appoint commissioners to frame a constitution which should 



* The ftmnsT wu the raUjieg cry of the fHeodi of the Pope, the IntlfiT of tbow of 
the Emperor. SubseqnoDtlj Siej. aened to msA the diKiuction betwwo the demo- 
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aecuie liberty to the citiienB, &t\i reatare tlie atate to ita former renown. 
Hia advice waa followed. Twelve commisaioners were tuppointed, by 
whom s conatitiuioD was framed and subsequenUy ad(^)tea bv the peo- 
ple. A new energy waa given to private transactions and to public 
couDcila. A liberated country bailed Doria as its deliverer, and erected 
this palace and the noble statue of him so prominent at the head of "the 
bay, as lasting monnmentB of their gratitude. 

The traveler, ^er entering the gate of Ae city, near the landing- 
place, finds himself in one of the narrow streets. He gazes widi as- 
tonishment at the enormoua height of the buildings, and tt their massive 
proportions. Passing by the Exchange, where the merchants of Go- 
tt<A used to traffic in Uie palmiest days of ^ republic, he soon emerges 
fVom the narrow etreets upon the more modem Strada Batba and 
Strada Naors. Thence he visits, with eager interest, the cathedrat 
church of San Lorenzo, where are kept, deposited in an iron urn, the 
remains of John the Baptist, captured from the Yenitians ! Near by, 
the grim walla of the ancient palace of the Doges arrest his attention. 
Ha enters Uie gate, which is yet guarded by soldiers, and the exterior 
walls of the puaca present the aspect of modern masonry, in striking 
contrast with that which amrounds the whole. This modem edifice 
has been erected in consequence of a disastrous fire which took place 
in the last century. But within are some remains of ancient art, 
proving that all was not lost in that conflagration. In a room adjoining 
tbe Council Hall, a large fresco on the wall overhead represents Co- 
tumbna on hia return from the New Wwld, with a troop of natives to 
grace his triumphant en^ into Seville. 

As the stranger paesea through the Strada Nuovs, lined with palaces 
on eith^ aide, and enters within their massive doors, his eye traces upon 
the walla the productions of artists whose names had been associated 
with his earliest lessons in the fine arts. The names of Guercino, 
Carlo Dolci, Paul Veronese, Guido, Titian, and Rubens, are recalled to 
his memor}'. The tbonght that he is surrounded by the woi^ of men 
so renowned in their profession, and whom no subsequent age could 
equal, is enough to enkindle enthusiasm in a man of the dullest sensibility. 
It was amid the da^neas and corruption of the middle ages, that a 
purer light was kindled within the petty states of Italy, than can consist 
with modem degeneracy. That light might have continued to glow till 
the uMre extensive difiiision of knowledge, and the spread of liberal 
pruiciples, had prepared all classes for constitutimal government. Up- 
on whom, then, rests the guilt of having extinguished that Same in 
Florence, in Pisa and Lombardy t The student of history will reco^' 
nize in it the handiwork of that Man of Sin, whose home has been in 
the Vatican, but whose da^ policy has been manifested in its blighting 
effects throughout the fairest portions of Europe. Surely no political 
£den conld have been found to tempt the destroyer to play a more des- 
perate game, than did the republics of Italy, as they rasa from dark- 
nws and despotism to take an independent rank among the nationa of 
the earth, 
la view of the daagers to be ^^ehended from the spread of that 
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spirit of liberty, Frederick Bwbaroaaa, EmperoT of Germany, and His 
Holiness the Pope, ('■:^mat their former enroities, and ratified a treaty for 
its extinguialiment. "Hie army of tlie Emperor naa absolved from the 
guQt which it had incurred by the massacre of the Papal troops. Thus 
doubly armed, the Emperor proceeded (o conquest and ezterminatioD. 
Milan was razed to the ground ; and the inaolent tyrant, thiidting that 
the spirit of liberty had been eztinguiehed in its fall, passed a plowshf^e 
over its rains. But her doom served only to awaken a fearful spirit in 
Italian bosoms. The Emperor, in endeavoring to qnell the revolt, was 
defeated, and narrowly escaped being made a prisoner ; and nothing btit 
his great personal energy could have enabled him to retrieve his for- 
tunes tuad secure a peace honorable to both parties. But Italy was a 
doomed country. She was not lefl to go on and consummate Uie work 
of freedom. Of her, it might be said, " My people perish for lack of 
knowledge." Ignorance was the bane of improvement, the foe to so- 
cial order. Military adventurers were enabled to seize upon the forti- 
fied ^aces and make themselves absolute sovereigns. Their castles 
frowned from eveiy mountain height, 'and troops of retainers extin- 
guished every manifestation of a spirit of liberty. 

Near the beginning of the fiileenth century, commenced the era of 
the Medici family in Florence. They v^ere distinguished for iheir 
wealth, for the rank to which they had attained among the noble fam- 
ilies of their city, and for the interest which all the members man- 
ifested in the advancement of literature, science, and the fine arts. 
In those days when commerce was limited to a few bands, the old re- 
publican merchants presented a striking contrast to the hard-working 
traders of modem times. Wealth, and with it political power, was 
rapidly acquired. But now there is no vestige remaining of the su- 
perb merchant of olden time. A nominal aristocracy is still maintained, 
though the members of this class gain thereby no political distinction. 
Giovanni ds Medici vras one of those men whose immense wealth 
gained him great influence in Florence. His son, Cosmo, succeeded 
to his father^ wealth and honors — a precedent of hereditary right to 
political power, fraught with the deepest danger to the liberties of Flo- 
rence. Dazzled by the display of his prodigious wealth, the people 
gave Cosmo the tide of " Pater patrice." The history of the Medici 
{amily shows that private virtues and a cultivated taste are no eecuritr 
for entrusting irresponsible power to the hands of individuals. Though 
Cosmo beautified die city snd embeUished it with works of art, yet he 
did nothing to promote a spirit of free inquiry. 

In the obaracter of Lorenzo de Medici, " the Magnificent," one may 
find much to admire, alter making due ^owance for the enthusiastic 
zeal of Roscoe. We behold in liim a man who had raised himself 
from the rank of a private citizen to an equality with the sovereigns of 
Europe. In the knowledge of dijdomacy, he was unsurpassed. Indi- 
viduals, illustrious by birth and talent, flocked to his court, It is true 
that Italian literature no Iraiger boasted among its sons a Dante, Pe- 
trarch or Boccacio. The Ittfento of Dante had wrought a mighty ef- 
fect upon the Italian mind. The name of Petnuch will long live in 
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&e history of Italiui literatui'e. His poetiy comported well with the 
character of hie age. This we may leam by obserTing wtiiU principlea 
lie at the baeia of Italian character al the pTesent day, or the ar- 
chitectural peculiarities of that age — now a gloomy castle frowning 
from some mouataia height upon Qie [dain below, and then an edifice 
reared on a rock in the wide basin of a charming lake, the walls of 
its successive terraces covered with ftdiage, concealing from view the 
rough stone bei)eaA ; the whole looking more like the enchanted castle 
of Fairy tenants, than the abode of human beings ; as, for example, 
the Palace of the Borromean Islands. Especially may we learn this 
from the paintings by the old masters, which have come down to us. 
Petrarch might have written diflerendy in another land and for another 
age. Instead of addressing sonnets to " Laura," he might have es- 
sayed some loftier theme and failed. The last of this illustriom 
triumvirate, who had done much to purify and refine their native tongue, 
had passed away. Their efforts to revive the study of the ancient 
classics had failed, and their remaina repose upon a foreign soil. But 
though the " mighty duet" of " the all-Etruscan Three," as Lord Byton 
calls that noble triumvirate, reposes in other lands, yet 



the ashes of Machiaveli, Michael Angelo Buonarotti, and Galileo ! 

It was under such circumstances that the munificent patronage of 
, Lorenzo de Medici was exerted, to revive the study of philosophy and 
literature. To the advocates of regal government, Florence presented 
at that time a political beau-ideal. At the court, genius and learning 
prevailed, while riches were made subservient to these nobler gratifi- 
cations. Throughout the city, wealth was poured out like water, to 
aid the natural beauties of Florence. Every thing contributed to ren- 
der more applicable the name of " Firenze," or fair and flourishing j 
and even now, the traveler cannot gaze, without emotion, on the noble 
dome of the cathedral, or the numerous spires which rise from every 
quarter of the city. 

He who passes by the tomb of either of the great Italian ar- 
tists, cannot but pause a moment out of respect lo the distinguished 
dead. In delicacy of coloring and familiar acquaintance with the ef- 
fect of light and shade, they were unsurpassed. But he who seeks 
for supernatural greatness in the expression, may find it in the Iresoos 
of Michael Ang^. His taste was formed on no model, and he could 
have no imitator. His characters esbibit great passion and energy. 
The moral philoso^er may go and derive new lessons of truth respect- 
ing the passiooa incident to our nature. The anatomist, who is seeking 
for the nicest developments of the human frame, will find them here. 
Architect, painter, and sculptor, almost without a rival, he died at an ad- 
vanced age, with the exclamation on his lips, " I have mnch yet to 
learn." The great rival of Michael Angela, Raphael, waa born a few 
years after him, in 14S3. He caught the delicacy and finish of an- 
cient ait. Ha painted, not di« bold, stirring passions in which his ri- 
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vsl delighted, but thet milder viitnes of Tesignation xnd pioty ; bb a 
Madoooa, a temale of uneqnaled beapt]r of fona tmd f«ature, bending 
over hot babe, or a saint, whose countenance ever wears the exproB- 
eion of love and hiunility. It was amid scenes of real life that tho 
greatest of painters sought their models ; and forms lovely enough to 
equal their highaet conceptions were not wanting. 

In this c«Hmect)on we would not fo^t one of tha greatest aitista 
which Florence or Italy haa produced. The name of Lsonaido da 
Vinci will be known to the world as long as it is aaaociated with the 
piece entitled " The Last Supper." It was on the walls of the dd 
church of the Madonna delle Grazie, at Milan, that this great artiat 
painted this scene. He has selected the moment when ^e anxious 
inquiry was heard from every quarter, " Lord, is it I ?" Had Leonar- 
do da Vinci done nothing more to immortalize his name, this would 
have been sufficient. To him the world is indebted for ^e moat ad- 
mirable conception of that i^ressive scene ; and copies taken from 
this picture have been circulated through every land, so that the trav- 
eler may recognize in it the original Of the engraving of the Lord's 
Supper, which first met his eyes in infancy. 

In the beginning of the sixteenth century, a maa arose to eminence 
in Florence, of whose character and principles, when estimated by his 
writings, posterity have obtained the most contradictory opinions. A 
statesman, accuetoraed to all the chicanery of the court and of diplo- 
macy, a minister familiar with all the artifices of tyranny, and a poli- 
tical vniter describing with all the coolness of scientific investigation 
the proceesea by which despotism maintained its subjects in debase- 
meut or itself in security, dl these were blended in the character of 
Machiavel. Whether the " Prince" was written to expose the schemes 
of tyranny that he might the soMier secure its downfall, m to lend to 
tyrants the weight of his experience and great political foresight in 
riveting new fetters upon their subjects, posterity will probably never 
determine. If the former was his design in composing that work, and 
also the " History of Florence," he has been the subject of great injus- 
tice ; for whenever posterity have needed a word to characterize 
schemes oi a consumraately selfish character, deep laid, and aiming at 
the aggrandizement of individuals at the expense of the state, they 
have denominated them " MachiaTeliaa." However, if his name has 
not had justice done to it, his fate would not be unlike that of thou- 
sands who have devoted themselves ardency and disintereatedly for the 
good of their kind. 

But the most illustrious name in the history of Florence, which the 
world will ever revere more and more as it becomes the better ac- 
quainted with the noble science he was so instrumental in introdscing, 
is that of Galileo Galilei — the inventor of the teleacope and discoverer 
of the proofs which confirm the Copemican theory. As if nature had 
determined to keep up the connection of greatness, and show in what 
different callings it might be developed, Galileo was bom on the day 
that Michael Angelo cUed. Though the insane malice of his enemies 
did for onca lead him to dishonor his gray hairs by a denial of the 
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truth, and uaociation of his name with error, yet the truth finally 
prevaUed. With his latest breath he affirmed that the eulh did revolve 
about the sun, and died, leaving to posterity more valuable astronomical 
observationB, and more reasonable speculations grounded upon them, 
than any philosopher who preceded him. 

But we have lingered too long upon the more glorious periods in th« 
history of Italy. What is she now ? Leaving out of the questiou 
Rome and BOuthem Italy, where are those glorious little republics 
which awoke to new life and vigor the learning of antiquity, and which 
have been the legislators in the ails Ibi all subsequent time ? Th« 
days of decline have come over all — Venice, Florence, Pisa, and Ge- 
noa. Let us not regard them, in their decay, with contempt, but adt 
ourselves what would have been our condition, had we been subjected, 
during so long a period, to a policy so debasing as that under which 
Italy has groaned. On the one hand is the Pope, in his capacity of 
Tice-gerent of Gkid on earth, assigning portions of her territory to the 
Emperor of Germany ; while on the other, the latter, as successor of 
the Cssars, confirms the dominion of the haughty PontifT over the 
statea of the Church, by the armies at liis command. A religion, too, 
was forced upon them, which withheld the hght of truth and encour' 
aged the exercise of passion. Surely, human virtue cannot long resist 
influences like these. . But, as if nature herself was at war with Italy, 
the malaria annually visits some of the fairest portions of her territory, 
rendering them uninhabitable. 

In the recent partition of Italy, man has capped the climax of wroa^. 
Whence did the allies derive their right to subject Genoa to the domin- 
ion of the King of Sardinia? And England, too, the bulwark of Prot- 
estantism in Europe, why did she withdraw her troops, which had been 
admitted to the city under the special promise of protection, and thus 
leave the king of Sardinia possessed of all the works of military 
defense 1 Because policy dictated that the demands of the Holy Al- 
liance should be complied with, though at the sacrifice of national faith. 
In consequence of this act, Genoa is now obliged to maintain more 
than twenty thousand Sardinian troops. Indolent ecclesiastics, pam- 
pered on the contribuUons which ignorance and superstition nava 
wrung from the hard earnings of the people, throng all her puUic 
places. The Catholic religion is established by law, and imprison' 
ment is denounced against the man who dares to proselyte Italians to 
a more enlightened faith. Her commerce, too, is fettered with ruinous 
restrictions. These are the causes why her streets are so lifeless, 
why every public avenue is thronged with beg^rs, and why a popula- 
tion of eighty thousand citizens, and a noble harbor, can do nodiing to 
resuscitate the trade of their fathers. 

The Itahan character is not deficient in native energy. Even down- 
trodden Savoy produced some of Napoleon's best generals. A spirit 
has been aroused, which, even in the midst of oppression, struggles to 
regain the light. Schools of sculpture are yet to be found in some of 
the cities of Italy ; and Canova, the head of modem art, has been the 
glory of onr age. In science, too, the Italians are no contemptible ri- 
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to1» of other nations. But still, the glory of their coonlry liei ia tli« 
past ; and there wiU it remain, until superslition shall have fled before 
the light of truth, and coustitutional govemmeDts have taken the place 
<rf si^stems of despotism. 

Austria, too, came in for her share, and Venice must be sacrificed to 
appease her. She wanted a seaport for her possessions in Lombard^, 
a country once included, during the days of Venitian glory, in the con- 
tinental possessions of the republic. The IiOfflbardo-Venitian king- 
dom was established as a viceroyalty of Austria. Milan was made the 
capital, and Venice compelled to take a humble place among cities 
which she had once hardly deigned to honor as country seats of her 
nobility. 

In such a country, it is not strange that enormous wedth is uncom- 
mon. The people have been plundered by the government for the 
support of troops who had no love of country to attach them to her io- 
terests, and whose support was derived from the hand of government. 
Dislike on the part of ihe people h^ occasioned jealousy and distrust 
on the part of the government, and crime, the offspring of such a slate 
of society, has been rife in some parta of Italy. Travelers have re- 
ported the plundering of the diligence within one day's journey of 
Milan. 

But the eye is relieved, as it turns away Crom these blemishes in 
the moral landscape, to contemplate external nature. The skies are 
not less bright than when Claude Lorraine transferred their glowing 
hues to the canvas. And abroad, art and nature have combined to pro- 
duce the impression of beauty. He who travels from city to city, is 
charmed with the never-ceasing succession of cultivated fields, and of 
estates where trees are grouped in charming groves ; while here and 
there, a glimpse caught of a marble statue, adds to the picturesque 
beauty of the scene. The traveler, as he descends by one of the Al- 
pine roads into the fertile plains of Italy, may sympathize with the feel- 
ings of the Carthagenian invader. No longer does he see the vines 
confined to short poles, but suffered to grow in all their luxuriance. 
Fine roads intersect the country, while no rude wooden fences mar 
the beauty bf the landscape. And then the Italian lakes ! He who 
gazes upon these sheets of water, is struck with a beauty in the re- 
flected tints of the olives on their banks, or the delicate shades upon 
the distant hills, the impression of which no language can adequately 
convey. Italy has been deservedly called the ^rden of continental 
Europe, if a clear sky, well cultivated fields, and an infinite variety of 
scenery, can merit the appellation. 
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THE THREE STUDENTS OF MILAN. 



-" Tbe Bril, ttist men do, Hves after them, 
The good is ofleii intoned with their hneo." — Sbik., Jduub Cjhib. 

In an obscure villa in the city of Milan, teniOTed from the din of 
the thoroughfare, and sheltered only by the g;raceM entanglements of 
the Tins diat overshadowed its humble roof, there dwelt a pooi and 
labcniona student, Olgiato by name. Whence he came, how he em- 
ployed his time, or who were his companions, were questiona, that if 
srer aaked, were snre to go unanswered. Like a spectre he came and 
went, seemingly ever intent on some business or other, yet only ren- 
dea«d mora mysterious by any inquisitiTeness on the part of others. 
The inmates of his dwelling knew him to be a lover of music, as he 
bad been frequently heard in his apartment thrumming his hght guitar 
and roouing over some plaintive ditties none understood so well as 
himself. So retiring and unobtrusive were his habits, that he was fre< 
quently not seen for days together by his neighbors ; and an entire 
ignorance of any reasoD for such a mode of life made it a subject of 
general remark and wonder 

For two days already, at the time out story begins, he had not seea 
a human face, the solitude of his walls afi(»dmg biim his only company. 
He slept late one afternoon in the latter part of December, even later 
dian was usual with him, so that the last lingering rays of the decli- 
ning sun had long since lefi his little room ; the mellow hues of a glo- 
rious sunset in Italy bad faded from the weatera sky, and the shadows 
of evening came ' glimmering o'er the landscape' ere he showed any 
signs of awaking. Sleep sat heavily on his eyelids, for he had not 
counted any rest already for two days. But, though it came at last, 
it came only to tortnre his uneasy mind to a tenfold degree. He 
dreamed. It was alternately pleasing and frightful to watch the sub- 
dued calmness or strange violence of emotions that swept across his 
spirits like the winds over the ^olian harp. Now he dreamed of suc- 
cess, of bravery, and of crowning fortune — now the unsheathed dag- 
ger dripped vritk the blood it hul drunk before his eyes, and prison, 
the rack, the acaSaid, were the succeeding torments (hat sent a con- 
vnlsire shudder through his ftame. 

Suddenly he sprung from his conch without exhibiting so much as 
the introductory symptoms of waking, seized his cap, armed himself 
with his stiletto, and neglecting his asual cautious habit of fastening 
his door, rushed from his room. Onward he pushed his way almost 
in a slate of frenzy ; he seemed not to know whither he was going, 
but to be led on only by the way he had trod so many times before. 
The vintner was returning late from his daily labor, and the sweet 
' m^ody frf the villa^ damsel's song, which he had so often lingered to 
eatch vven to Hm last strun, he heeded not now. Onward he kept his 
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way, DOT stopped or even once sweired fiom it. He had continued in 
ibSt nunnar for more than a mile, when finding himself in the region 
of a dense population, he bent his course down a retired street, and 
proceeding but a little way, stopped before a low door to as lowly a 
dwelling, and unceremoniously eiltered. On the second floor, which 
conBtitnted what in these later days we term a garret, partitioned off in 
alilde i^aruneotby themselves, he found hia two friends, Lampognano 
and Visconti. They looked up from their books as he entered some- 
what satonished, but giving him their uaual hearty welcome, made 
loom for kim between ihem and began their familiar conversadon. 

" What have I not long since told you !" said Otgiato, interrupting 
the tameneas to which he perceived the conversation fast tending. 
" Thrice already have we all but agreed upon it, and thrice has my 
guardian spirit appeared in dreams to me to encourage and forewarn 
ms. But such a dream as the one from which I have just awt^e '. 
Paradise embosomed in the lowest depths of hell ! bravery and cour- 
^» colored with the damnable deceits of treachery and frand ! Ob, 
God, svck a dream ! 1st me never sleep again till our purpose is folly 
accomplished" — and he pronounced this last with an emphasis that 
bespoke a heart full of courage and resolution to Consummate his 
desire. 

Lampognano turned to Visconti wilh a wildness of look thai be- 
trayed a slight feeling of fear, and for a moment their dark eyes met 
and they stared in silence on each other. With a sort of convulsive- 
ness Lampognano raised courage at last to speak and demand of Oligato 
the relation of his fearful dream. 

" My dream !" exclaimed he ; " call it a dream if you will, but for 
me it was too pregnant with dreadful reality. First, there stood mar- 
shaled around me a body of angels, clad in the white uniform of their 
heavenly home ; each bore a palm in their hands, which they bran- 
dished incessantly in the air above me, while the music of their voices 
fell OB my delighted ear like the mellow thrum of the distant serena- 
der's guitar. Again, the heavens were clouded, and my angel company 
was gone. The thunder roared — lurid gleams of lightning shot forth 
from their cloudy covert over the serene face of Nature — crowds came 
and went — distant shouts were heard, which again became wails more 
piteous than I ever heard. The streets ran blood — corpses fwmed ob- 
smictions to the gateways, and the city shrouded itself in gloom. I 
was pursued — a savage hand clutched at my throat, when I sprang 
from the prison of my dreams and hastened to inform you of my fiir- 
ther inteutions in this matter." 

" Ay, tarry with us to-night here," said Visconti, in a tone somewhat 
Bubdued from fright; " what we resolve upon none but God may know ; 
Hid what we do must be done quickly." 

" But," interrupted Lampognano, "hare yon not heard that Galeazzo 
on the morrow appears before the people he has forced lo idolize him V 

" How !" exclaimed Olgiato, " in public ! where, and cm what occa* 
Koat He knoweth not then the grave that is ready to receive him !" 

" To-morrow he appears in the temple," replied Lampognwio, "it being 
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the gnat occasion of the festival of St. StepheD. The gBMvnjB hu 
h« ^t«ady ordered to be adorned with all the wreaths that can be gatb- 
sred and made with ao short a preparation. And, impiouB fool as ht 
is, he has given out that the city may come lo the temple to sei him 
worship their holy aoTereign !" 

" Accursed thing of the Devil !" nautterad Olgiato, stamping his foot 
heavily on the floor ; " the sun that rises on St. Stephen's lestival shall 
never behold him polluting the sacred altar with his impious hands ! 
The wreath that encircles the arches, undet which he may pass, shall 
hang as the cypress for his funeral drapery. The threshold of that sa- 
cred temple shall be to him the threshold to his grave. The ministw, 
who unites in himself all the vices of tyrants from the old Archbishc^ 
downwards, should be crushed as the leader of a banditti ; and I teU 
you, comrades, the hours of Galeazzo Sforza are all numbered !" 

" But what plan do you propose !" asked his companions alniMt at 
the same moment, and they waited breathless for his reply. 

" It is this : as the demon brushes by us in the passage, hang yon to 
hjs skirts ; seize him by the arms and / will answer for the after acts 
(rf his life. But act as becomes us all. Thus have falleu those curses 
to Rome and the world, whose deeds have blackened the page of His- 
tory, and whose names only swell the roll of fiends incarnate. Who 
freed Rome from her successive tyrants 1 oftentimes has it been hap- 
^y accomplished by the feeble power of Woman, and very oftes by 
persons far weaker and lower than our own selves. Courage then, 
friends ! buckle on the armor of bravery, and if our project fails it can 
go none the worse with us. Who falters now 1 have our nobln feel- 
ings been vainly aroused by the study of the old authors ? have you 
never dreamed that Nero and Caligula were ancestors to our own Ga- 
leazzo, and that their end may yet be his t The accursed wish that 
the Roman People had but one neck, that they might be beheaded at s 
single blow, we may ourselves employ against the whole body of ty- 
rants, and the present Duke of Milan is the first one to make an ezam- 
fl6 of." 

Olgiato, perceiving the effect this outburst of his feelings had upon 
his companions, suddenly relapsed into silence again, which they by 
no means felt disposed to break. Fearing to leave them too long to tha 
influence of cool deliberation, he as suddenly broke forth in the holi 
inquiry, " What ! do ye falter and refuse ! Will ye endure the scorpion 
lash of Tyranny submissively, rather than enrol yourselves on the lift 
of your country's preservers ? If I have mistaken your mettle then, at 
least give me a hearty blessing, that I may perform with success what 
my country so piteous ly demands." 

" No ! no !" interrupted both ; " brothers in tout at least we are, mi 
the shame, no less than the honor of our deeds, shall fall upon us all !" 

" Ate yon ready, then V asked Olgiato, in a tone that indicated no 
strong probability of much longer endurance. 

" My hand for my word, that Fit be true," said Lampognano. 

" And mine also," added Visconti, excitedly ; and each clasped the 
Dther'a hand convulsively. 
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" But pletlee me this loo, ere I rest content," said Ol^to ; " at your 
life's peril, Galeszzo Sforza shall on the monow atone with dtath iei 
ibe crimes his tyrannical power has permitted him to revel in." 

" To-morrow," answered they hastily, " these daggers reek with the 
heart's blood of the only tyrant of Milan !" and they brandishftd then 
till they glittered frightftitly ia the light of the midnight lamp. 

" Then we stand pledged ! let ua comtdt our cause before we ceua 
to our country's Saint ; — Protector of the Tyrant's realm ! direct n* 
through the tUSculties of our patriotic effort, to a Buceeaaful issoe ! and 
stand ready to receive us in thy arms in Heaven, if the powers of Earth 
leader our labors puny !" and they each crossed ^emselves thrice wiUl 
their daggers, looking on them for some time in silent devotion. 

As formal and unmeaning as this might seem to many, there was yet 
visible in its execution the impetuous 'and noble spirit of the youthful 
and manly student. What their silent vows were, and bow religiously 
they were observed, the sequel of our slory will abundantly show. In 
no class of individuals ia there to be found such lofty feelings of honor 
^-auch exalted views of liberty, and such unqualified detestation of all 
that partakea of meanness of soul, as among students. Such has been 
the case since Letters began to ahow their gilded character to men. 
It was with a devoted Monk, that began that ' spirit of free inquiry' and 
extended learning, of which the light of the Reformuion and consequent 
civilization of all Europe was the final result. Benevolence has ev« 
found a happy home with the pious and sludious monks of St. Bernard : 
and of a similar character were those devoted, though aomewhat fanatic 
spirits, that composed the ancient " Holy Brotherhood." And when in 
our own day the infiuence of the scholar seems circumscribed within 
the limits of an Institution or a community, on closer examination we 
should find that bis work ceases not there ; the age looks up to his opin- 
ion with reverence, and they find it one, not nursed and dandled in the 
rustling folds of the silken gown, but strongly rooted in the rich, strong 
soil of ancient learning. The trae scholar's influence but ever besa 
wide, unlimited, and he secretly feels that such deserts the world ia 
duty owes him. 

The characters before us belonged rightfully to this class. Bom and 
iMed in a foreign city, they bad removed, for mutual benefit, to the place 
ihey now migu with propriety call their own, from their long conlian- 
alion in it. Their souls were rapt op in the fervid and impassionat* 
masters of Greece and Rome, and every sentiment th^ met with 
caught as it were their feelings in an instant blaze. But for tyranny, 
or the least abuse of the precious privileges of power, they had imbibed 
a wonderful antipathy ; the pleasures of liberty, and the disgrace of 
sUvery, the advocates for Roman freedom bad fully taught them alter- 
nately to admire and detest. 

They had scarcely gone throngh the ceremony which ve have de- 
scribed above, when they all sat down, and calmly began to plan thft 
efficient execution of their resolves. Each selected some part of the 
saeriGce for himself, and in turn coiuigned to the others what he 
thought they could best perform. Thus &ey passed the tims till maa-. 
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ing, amui^g, encouraging, and cautioning. Theii purpose was, u 
Oaleazzo entered the temple, before he had proceeded to the holy ahu, 
to seize him by the arma in the midst of ihe crowd that would snr- 
ronnd him, snd plunge their daggers, while he was thua helplessly sit- 
uated, into his heart. They had connted their hazard, and found it in- 
Bufficient to deter them from their purpose. The rush of the people, 
&ey had hoped, would conceal the immediate presence of the murder- 
ers, until, seeing the tyrant that had extorted so many groans from them 
fallen, they should e^l the a^t, and call down perhaps eren blessings 
on the heads of its perpetrators. Thus we leare them together in the 
silent hours of midnight, awaiting with anxiety the fatal erents of the 
■noTTow. They did not so much as close their eyes in sleep that nighi, 
and the gray of morning found them still there together, equij^ed for 
complete emtctment of die wonderful dream of Olgiato. 



CHAPTER n. 

CtTHNen. " Well, nurch we tat. 

To pm otwdienea where 'tu truly owed : 

Meet we the medicin of the aickl; neal ; 

And with him pour we, in our couBtij'B purge, 

BaA drop of ub." 
IxRox. " Or BO much as it aeeda. 

To dew the BOTeieigii flower, nod irawa the wee^" — Hacbitb, 

The bells of the city rang merrily on the bright mwning of St. Ste- 
nlien's festiral, and the sound of happy voices arose from many a dwell- 
ing there. Every thing indicated the approach of some extraordinary 
erent. The streets had been cleaned with much more than usual care, 
ud arches overhung the entrance to almost every one of them. £vea 
the children, who at other times sauntered idly along, now hastened, 
as though their presence at the coming scene could add in any way to 
its sublimity or interest. Near the central part of the city, there were 
collected around a dwelling, whose noble exterior fully established the 
higher rank of its occupants, a crowd, already dense, and rapidly be- 
coming more so. About the royal enclosure stood ranged, in the royal 
UTOOT, a body-guard of forty men, whose helmets and spears glittered 
bri^Uy in the clear sunlight. From within might be heard the sound 
of insBtunents, and the rapid motion of the dancers' feet, that con- 
trasted strikingly with the dead silence that reigned without. Men 
gased and stared at each other, as anxiously as if in waiting at a fu- 
neral, and but for the sounds of mirth within, such an appearance it 
would in every wise have presented, AAer a long delay, the train be- 
no to move from Ute palace of Galeazzo Sforza. Soon he appeared, 
descending the long flight of marble steps, when the word went round, 
and [milonged and continued shouts rolled on like the ocean waves, as 
if Ifa^ would rend the very m. The processitai forms about him, and. 
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with bamiarB floaling in the breeze, march to the great temple of wtnr- 
aiup. Around the chariot of Galeazzo, youth of both sesos scatter 
bunches of flowers and tender boughs. He seems delighted : b smila 
Wieathea hie haughty lip, aod occasionally be even deigns to wave ioa 
aovereign hand to the throng that are threatening to obstruct his progress. 
The stately music of horns, drums, and other instruments fires Qie press- 
ing crowd with enthusiasm, and the shouts that go up for the royal Duke 
<tf Milan, rend the very air. They move slowly through the pnnci[A 
atreets of the city, passing under the l^dred arches on their march, 
when the moMtude that surrounds the temple suddenly descry them. 
The massive bell swings on its wheel, sending forth sounds that m^« 
the very ground tremble beneath them. The mighty mass of beings 
novo nearer, so that individuals are at last distinguishable. Aa they 
aj^roach, they gaze awe stricken on the massy structure before them ; 
above, around and beneath — all forms one noble and astonishing edifice. 

In die assembly near the entrance of the temple are stationed our three 
itudenis, Olgiato, Larapognano, and Visconti. Their looks at each other 
are dark and comprehensive. The throng about the duke's person is 
immense, and they count on it all as highly favorable to the success of 
their undertaking. With silent prayers for the result, they continue to 
exchange their knowing looks with each other, at the same time care- 
fully watching their opportunity. 

Galeazzo dismounts and, surrounded by his court satellites with heads 
uncovered, slowly and pompously walks on to the magnificent temple. 
The bright sun sheds a mournful effulgence on those bared temples, yet 
th« features they ao plainly traced bore the stamp of superlative man- 
liness and courage ; and his silver locks, that were so soon to be mat- 
ted with gore, shook with very reverence. His whole appearance and 
bearing was noble — fully equal to the haughtiness of his soul. As b« 
|ffoceeda along the splendid walk to the entrance, the foremost on ei- 
ther side drop on their knee, and, by this mark of worshiping servility, 
acknowledge submission to the reigning prince. Such a humiliating 
apeclacle only serves to inflame to a greater degree the deadly passions 
« the students ; nothing save their cooler judgment restrains them from 
springing like tigers on their devoted prey. He reaches at last the 
entrance ; as his foot touches the threshold, the sounds of drum, and 
cymbals, and human voices, burst forth on a sudden, and the astonished 
multitude gaie upwards from the former object of their praise and ad- 
miration, to catch, aa it were, the sounds more coraplelety. All now is 
Goafuaion and excitement. Thousands are rushing forward for admit- 
tance, and hundreds more are driving in haste to witness the imposing 
■cene at the altar. 

" Be tittn onct now !" whispered Olgiato to his comrades : and Lam- 
pognaoo, making a feint, as if to rush forward with the rest of the 
throng to the altar, seizes the duke by both arms, while Olgiato and 
Visconti, springing forward, each plunge their daggers twice in his 
body. 

" Who is traitor here ! Protector of Milan ! Oh, God !" was all 
h« conld faintly utter, and while the deUh rattle stlU sounded in hia 
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thro&t, from which he thmst out a horribly dilated tongue, he dropped 
heavily on the floor. The altar he never reached, but w«b permitted 
at last only a sight of what bis impioua hands would so foully hare 
polluted. Lampognano, who had secured his arms, seeing himself 
Burrouuded on ^ sides by persons who evinced no very favorable signa 
of protection, or even friendship, resolved to consummate ihe oath he 
had taken on the preceding night with bis companions, and he plunged 
his dagger up to the hilt in the breajst of the fallen duke, repeating it 
again with the vehemence of despair. His guards instantly rush on 
the conspirators with their spears and lances, and while, in Uteunpar- 
alleled confusion, Olgiaio makes faia escape, they proatrate upon the 
corpse of the prince the bodies of Lampognano and Visconti. 

" Murderers ! meet your worthy death !" they shout, as they con- 
tinue to pierce them with their lances ; and the cry is raised, that Qs- 
leazzo is murdered. They flock to the spot in denser crowds than at 
any time before ; each one asks who the assassins are, and the 
inquirers find a full anawer on beholding, stretched on the pared 
floor, the carpaes of two strangers, frightfully mutilated. The muaic 
is now all hushed ; the bell haa done its ringing ; all collect about the 
entrance, and press upwards on each other, in sufibcating crowds, to 
reach the murdered duke. 

Visconti turns, in bis death-struggles, and calls out faintly for hie 
friend Lampognano. "Ha! he mutters sedition yet!" growls an old 
blue-beard, and he breaks his Jaw with the halberd he holds in his 
baud. He falls back again on the body of the prince, and ihe two stu- 
dents lie slain on the corpse of him they had so vainly thought to make 
anofiering to the liberty of their country. But all eyes are suddenly 
turned in every direction around them. " This way I saw him pass, 
■ays one : " he seemed in haste," says a second, and all look eagerly, 
though fruidessjy, for the third unhappy sludenE, whom they would make 
a certain and speedy victim to their unbridled rage. But in vain. They 
permit the corpses of Lampognano and Visconti to be kicked from the 
holy (emple and trodden under foot, while that of Sforza is carried back 
in pomp to his chariot, — a sorry contTaat to the manner of its previous 
exit therefrom. The tidings spread like wild-flre through the city ; the 
bells chime in a mournful tolling, and the procession moves back with 
measured tread to the palace of the duke. Doubtless the multitude 
would on further reflection have rejoiced at the event, that had just 
transpired ; but the suddenness of such a scene so totally unhinged their 
feelings, that in the atrocity of the deed, rather than it^ happy conse- 
quences, their thoughts were wholly occupied. The assassios were 
branded as murderers and traitors ; for a long time the city mourned 
Urn loss of the duke, and imprecated the hands by which they had been 
berefi of him. 
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CHAPTER III. 

" II IB, methinks, ft mMving full ot HM ! 
It liseth slowl/ ms her aulleo car 
Had all the weights of aleep and death himg at it ! 
She ii not roej fingered, but bwoU'd Uack ; 
Her fiice is like a water tum'd to blood, 
And her lick be&d is bound aboot with clntids, 
Aaif die thtestened ni^ ere noon of daj 1 
It doea not look u it would have a hail 
Ot healtfa wiih'd in it, ai another mwnh— B«h Jamnwft CATAun. 

From this sceae of slBughter Olgiato had hastily found his way to 
hu lodgings uapecceived, revolving in his mind all the time the leanlts, 
that were sure soon to follow either for good or ill. For two days b« 
kept his own company, choosing in solitude to mourn the untimely fate 
of his friends, and brace himself to meet his fortune, wbstevet turn it 
might next take. He would scan the pages of the Roman Hisloriaa 
and Philosopher, which they were wont to read together, and aa be aat 
aloae and silent is bis chamber, the trembling tear might often be beard 
dropping on the leaves ; although conscious that they ' had done tb* 
state a service,' yet he could not refrain from weeping over their U- 
meutabie fate : be had the student's heart, and grieved now they war* 
gone he had not sacrificed his life with theirs in so hcdy a cause. So 
intimate and lasting are the friendships, which the student forms, that 
death would seem rather to strengthen than to sever them. 

He bad risen early on the third morning aller the accomplishment 
of bis vow, and watched from his window the sun as it rote over tbo 
evenly undulating bills that bounded the beautiful landscape, arraying 
in gorgeous coloring the fair plains below. In the hazy distance rose 
the dome of the Temple, where the great sacrifice bad just been made 
to Milan liberty ; — scattered along the road that led to the city were 
foot passengers of every class, threading their way thus early to their 
accuBtmied places of business or dissipation. He sat in this dreamy 
contemplation till aU the usual passers bad deserted the road, seemingly 
revolving in his mind what should be his next step, for to remain wberft 
be was in safety be knew was impossible. Hours flew, yet he knew 
nothing of the time, and it had already become late in the morning. 
He rose at last from his seat almost as suddenly aa before tiom tba 
place of his disturbed dream, and putting on his cap paced his room for 
a few moments in excited baste ; then opening the door he found his 
way to the great thoroughfare, which his anxious eye had so long 
threaded from one end to the other. He had proceeded but a little dis- 
tance, when sad feelings of separation from his little kingdom [miba- 
hly forever came over his soul, and he sat down upon a stone by the 
roadside to take a last, lingering look of every tlung that was so dear 
to him. Crystal tears weUed their way up from bis baait and tbiough 
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their g^iinraeriiig fibn he saw all the Sowers of his hopes fftded ot 
crushed at hia feet ; his house was desolate, and he iqight ia vain sit, 



He drew bis hand across his eyes to dash aside the fast-comiug tears, 
and rose from his rude seat to pursue his way cmward to the city. Now 
he went faster and now more subduedly, muttering to his own eat ex- 
pressioDs of sorrow and anxiety. He found his way to the Foram, dv- 
termined first to notice the state of public feeling respecting the late 
assassination of the duke from the snatches of courersation he mig^t 
overhear. One he would hear exclaiming, ' Alas for the liberties of 
Milsn, now that its Ruler is gone,' and another in his hearing would 
inquire who these murderers were, that so boldly took life at no one's 
command ; then dropping his voice would whisper, ' Has the third, 
who made his escape so suddenly, been yet found V The frequency of 
BDch remarks and inquiries at last so tortured the mind of our young: 
hero, that in the very agony of despair, though he hoped Fortune might, 
yet favor him, he ascended the stairs on which the public sales were 
ttansacted, and raising his voice to an energetic and manly tone, cried 
ont— " Citizens of Milan ! God has this day raised you up a preserver : 
that your tyrant has met an ignominious death, is already well known 
to you all : that his unbridled tyranny deserved a forfeit no less than 
bis life, your own sufTering has long since sadly taught you : whatever 
may be your decision, now know ye, that Girolamo Olgiato ia the only 
remaining one of his murderers !" 

It would be impossible to describe the variety of emotions that per- 
vaded ihe breasts of the listening multitude, as these words fell from 
his lips. At first thought they imagined Heaven had kindly sent them 
a deliverer, who should guide them in their present troubled and exci' 
ted state; but on hearing the horrible confession from the very mur- 
derer himself, their rage was unbounded. All their love of liberty was 
at once merged in their horror at the unparalelled atrocity of the deed, 
and rising up as a single man, with the cry of " Traitor T traitor !" re- 
sounding through the whole Forum, they seized on him, and without any 
ibrm of trial, or so much as counsel from superior authority, hurried him 
away he knew not where. Dense crowds gathered at every street they 
entered : every one, when he had learned the cause of the unruly ex- 
citement, only joined in it the more zealously himself, and helped to 
swell the size of a mob the city government might then have vainly at- 
tempted to quiet. The poor student is borne onwards by the infuriated 
crowd, itself scarce knowing whither, till he is brought to the usual 
jAaco of execution for malefactors ; he is disrobed by rough hands of 
the few garments that had withstood the fury of the mob, and rudely 
thrown upon the ground : his neck is stretched across the block, the 
loyal spectators the while signifying their approval by their fiendish 
yells and shouts ; and while the executioner stands over his doomed 
head, ready to strike the fatal blow, wrapped in the recollections of tba 
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put, or in TiBiona of the tlms to come, and filled with the enthnsisBm of 
the an(»ent lepublic, from the pages of whose histoiy he had drunk in 
the lore of liberty, whose language seemed to him in that moment of 
his country's degradation as alone fitted to express the emotions of his 
soul, the young hero exclaimed with a loud voice and unfaltering accsnt, 
" Mors acerba, fama porpetua, stabit vetus memoris fact! !" 

Thas motunfully died at the bright and elastic sge of twenty thiM, 
th« last faithful, but unfortunate asserter of the Lombard Republic. 



WATER SPIRITS. 

KiTz je not heard of tlw Bpirit* fair, 

Tlat dweD in the watet; m^ 1 
lliat ristfitnithrarbed and wantoiiiii lit, 

l^Mn plungs in ita dark d^tths ag^ain I 
How they sport Ihrar ^oag trasses in the dafljing breers. 
And dire 'raon^t tbe boughs of the while coral trees ! 
Their gTottoes all studded with ambei and peaili. 
The sea-weed eaciicleswith long, waring cmlsl 

At calm ercntide, when the waten are stiD, 

And tbe winds tie asleep on their breast ; 
Whan tbe ware-lapfsng sun behind the dark hill 1 

Has piDowed his head in its rest ; — | 

Hkm blight watar-Bpiriti skim light e'er the warsi 
While they vug, in fuU chorus, the aoBg which Hk gan — 

lite God of the walen — on creation's Icight mom, i 

When they spaced and flashed in its earikst dawn. 

Tlie forma of these spiiits, so perfect and &ii, j 

As they akim o'a the waUs; lea i 
Aroond theai &Us looaelj their ocean-di«d hair. 

Or trails in the white-created sea. 
like the VeoiM of Papbos, wnerged tttna bar bed, 
AH apaikling they rise with a (bam-ciided bead, 
And the sounds they emit in s traaukns tone 
Are borne on the wings of the wild wind alme. 

At erei I lie at the foot of the bill 

That stares in the face of the rim ; I 

The shadows all creepiiig so softly and (tilt— * 

No somtd sare the &Jx water direr. I 

Enttaneed are the sensea — dehghted the tj*, ' 
Tbe quits of irater Ttpriat joyfblly. 

And &iskia^y qwrt athwart the dark main, I 

With dear ecb* nngiag Hmu eharus again;— I 



DigilizedbvGoO^^IC I 



1S44.] 



THK BKIUEKBCTI0NI8TS. 



BUverj wreatln we Intartwin* 
As ire daiiM upmi tbe w«Te, 
How it le&peth op to Un 
¥Ui7 test of qiiiit fbrmi — 
Dan^itn of Uw Oodof itonni. 

In on giottosB Isi balow, 
T^traiii^ the biinj tine we go ; 
Fkheei & kinf mig^t elsim 
FiR' thdr benatj sm) their fame. 
We the mudi of Neptnne bold 
Bj our thoDMUid ohwnit nntoM. 



Thiough the mteb and nnuid aboot 
Glance the backa of lilvered timit ; 
Ueie tlie nsatiliu furla hii lail, 
Toswd bj atonn and tom hj gale. 
Foiwt peaib tbeM eavenu ptn, 
Fcliabad bj tlu praBung wave. 






Raiaethen, aiate 

I^ the bieeie it 

Eebo thnrngh the golden ahell, 

TOI the deep ahall own the gpOL 

PiBow, then, your heada bdow. 

In the gTottoea wbaie we go. 



THE RESURRECTlOmSTS. 



" H.LILO ! Tim— >I tow, if yon aint eternally, in this old gnre-ysrd 
of yours, digging into some of your worm-eaten boxes forerer : cter- 
Dtlly at woit— eternally drudging and drugging" — exclaimed Bob Sao- 
gw, aa he entared the lawful precincts of Mr, Timothy Twitter, Phy- 
sician and Surgeon, aa old, long gone-by building of dingy extariori aad 
intenial uraagemeata to su^. " Tim, I aay ; don't you know yon are 
not taxed for the open air you breathe 1 One would imagine you had 
Cugotten that, and for economy's sake had detennined to snuff the efflu- 
via of your own compounds and preparations. Gome, I'm in for a ^ 
to-night; what »yyou ?" 

" Ah ! Bob, my basineaa prasaea — patients thicken : I have not had 
time to BO much aa step orei the way ihia three days. Had three bil- 
IMb of invitatioae to xeUet parties within, as many hours, and been obli- 
gfld to decline them all, — ^yes, to sacrifice aU for the louder call of the 
moitarand pestle. But coma in the back room, Bob ; we'll hear what 
propositions you have to make, and as thia is a Dispeoaary, I think 
we'll be able to diapense with some of our bnsiaess for their sake, to- 
night." 

" Ha 1 ha ! at your old game again," retorted Bob ; " never wfll be 
cured of that," and they both moved slowly away to the retirement of 
an inner room, which Tim was pleased to call his office, where busi- 
ness of a private natiue was alone transacted. For the clear under- 
ataoding m the whole picture, we may premise to our readers that Rob- 
ert Sangar, Gent^ and Timothy Twitter, Esq., were both of them young 
men, both bnaied in the same line of profession, and both warm friendji 
fi|» other leaMW than then. Bob Sangar was the son of a hi^jr 
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re^McUble old merchant, whose natoral, uneasy, and choleric propenei- 
ties were imparted to his pnnnising child, by rightful inheritance. Bob 
waa no friend to laziness and inactivity, for it wasn't in him to be such. 
He waaeveronlhe^o ,* a bold, fearless, care-foi-nothing individual, who 
never dreamed of being caught in trouble for his conduct, and thought 
hia father sufficient guarantee for any course of action he might chooae 
to pursue. He was a student at a celebrated Medical School, and like 
most other young men in his situation, was fast becoming hardened to 
contact with any thing or any body. Tim Twiltei was not exacdy of 
the same stamp. It cannot be denied that he possessed warm aad ex- 
cited feelings, or he never would have been an intimate with such a 
whole-souled, frank personage aa his friend Bob. But his tempera- 
ment in matters pertaining to his profession, bore an exactly opposite 
character. To see him compound his drugs, sell his advice, adminis- 
ter his prescriptions, or pore over his musty tomes, one would imagine 
he was the most reserved and cold of mortals. Every thing was done 
with him, by rule — all his motions were measured and slow ; he acqui- 
red by walking up and down his room', the pace of an antiquarian, and 
when he sat down to enjoy, as he called it, his fiie, it was with his 
cheeks supported on the palms of his hands, hia elbows on his knees, 
and his gaze fixed intently on the crumbling ashes and sparkling coala. 
He had been established in his profession for some years, a profession 
which he alnays beUeved he must select out of pure regard to his de- 
ceased father, whose door-plate, with the inscription — Ezekiel Twitter, 
Physician — had adorned the front of the fomily residence for a period 
, of more than forty years. Timody was poor — poor in the s^ctest 
sense ; every cent he earned, he felt was exclusively his own, and by 
a sDrict course of industry, he hoped to support the high reputation of 
his illustnoas pedigree. Besides, he had a sly notion of gaining some- 
thing handsome from a connexion, now only imaginary, with the family 
ot the Sangan, in the person of Lilly Sanger, the afiectionaie and de- 
voted sister of Bob. 

As we before said, Tim led Bob away to his office, and having closed 
the door, and dropped the faded curtain to its upper half, which consist- 
ed of glass, he forthwith proceeded with rubbing his hands to remark on 
the cold state of the room, and make preparations for replenishing his al- 
ready drooping fire. From an old closet in the cbimney, he pulled out 
a larger quantity of wood than was his wont, probably in consideration 
<rf the charaoer of his visitor, and piling it in his old sober way across 
Hm andirons, sat down in his aim chair, and proceeded to poke it with 
hia remnant of a pair of tongs. In a desolate comer of the room stood 
the bed of the aforesaid occupant, with four upright posts as a sort of 
body-guard to his sleeping person. A dusty, faded curtain, that sw^ 
the floor helped to exclude from the apartment what httle light might 
seem disposed to enter — a chest of drawers hard by, contained all his 
valuables, that might have been compressed into half its dimensions, 
and near by his old chair, openly and boldly, unsupported by any po- 
tion of the wall, stood a long, well washed wk table, the very sight of 
whose le^, unprotected by any covoring, was enough to send a ^ver 
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throug;h the fiesh of any Bensitive man. In such a place eat our two 
heroes at the time our tale begina. Bob had askod many questionB 
■ince he had taken his profTered seat, and having received no answer 
to the Arst, had managed to dove-tail them together in the hopes of 
finally receiving a summary answer from his friend. But Tim had no 
more idea of answering the second than the first, nor the whole to- 
gether than any one by itself. The truth was, Tim Twitter was conju- 
ring up some very secret, unsnspicious method of asking afler Miss 
Lilly's health and affections, and of transmitting to her through the me- 
dium of her brother, his own tender regards and good wishes for her 
comfort and happiness. 

" Bob," said Tim, interrupting htm in the midst of his questions, " is 
yoar family all well ? Your father yet recovered from his late sickness T 
Your sister"—^ 

" Oh, Lord, yes," exclaimed Bob, eagerly, glad to draw his compan- 
ion into conversation on any terms, even at the sacrifice of any answer 
to his long list of questions, which he more than half knew Tim would 
hardly answer in bis present mood : " yes, indeed the old genllemui 
has got out again ; we couldn't spare him quite yet ; Pve got to be got 
under way first, before he gets out of the way." 

Tim had nut receired exactly such an answer as he desired ; but he 
r^ied again and asked Bob ivhat his sister thought of the Medical Pro- 
fession, cloaking the bluntness of his inquiry, vriih the seeming allnsion 
to Bob's studies ; to which Bob as good humoredly replied, although he 
would have been the last one to wound a sister's fceiinga : " Well, I 
can tell you, it makes precious little difference with me, what she thinks 
of it. If the women are so squeamish about opening veins and ampu- 
tating limbs and dressing wounds, why they must remain in their mis- 
ery. Tim, you know the profession could not live without it, and the 
world will never be the wiser for its sufferings." 

" But it must give satisfaction to a young practitioner, to learn that the 
sentiments of his Glanced upheld the dignity of his profession ; he has 
a double desire to distinguish himself, and with his energies corres- 
pondingly increased, he makes his way in the world with double euC' 
cess." 

Tim seemed determined to push his point even at the risk of expo- 
sing the original ioteotion of his inquiries ; but by a strange fatdily, 
Bob made such readies as only perplexed him more and more, till his 
leply to this last, that women must be content with the occupations (tf 
their husbands, with a short essay on the noiiohs of some of the tender 
gender, completely silenced the young apothecary, and things took as- 
oiber turn. 

** Here, Bob, open that drawer ; excuse me, I completely forgot th» 
cigars ;" and Twitter threw himself back in his chair for the first ume, 
which perhaps he was rather led to do by the rapidly increasing heat of 
the fire. " Well," continued he, " what sort of a go are you in for to- 
night 1 always up to something of course ; never easy — always ran- 
sacking old lanes or terrifyiagtbe inmates of some poor, rickety thre* 
Mory d«D. What now 3" 
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" Ob, don't be alarmed bo soon," rejoiiied Bob ; "lot me lay a fair 
words. Were you ever out at tbe Tnicktoa burying-gronad, on lbs old 
RuDville road, tbe road tbat sets in at tbe soutbwest end of tba town, by 
* Upholsterer's Lane V " 

" Wby, yes, I believe bo ; I used to know sometbing of tbat place 
OQce, in my occasional rambles to Runville. Are you" — 

" Well, III tell you," said Bob i " report eays that two Aaya ago, a 
man was buried tlure, of whom ao one thereabouts knew a syliable^ 
black, soot black ; be died suddenly,— no one knew what was the mat- 
ter, bnried in a great hurry, in an obscure corner of the yard, and there 
he lies still : died strangely too ; chattered bis teeth for a quarter of an 
hour before, and dropped away groaning all the time — ' take 'em off,— 
lake 'em off!'" 

" Horror !" involuntarily shuddered Tim, " I never heard of such • 
case in all ray medic^ experience. Honor." 

" Well," con^nned Bob, Blopping only to take breath, " what I'm up 
to is this. Before twelve o'clock to-nigbt I want to see that body 
■aetched w your table there, and the dissecting knife lestored to ita 
lights. in tbe case." 

" How can yon get it here ?" asked Timothy, staggering in his feel- 
ings under the very idea of such an object lying on lus table. Tim was 
by no means unused to such scenes, but tbe extent of his btuiness ner- 
« once demanded bis skill in such operations. So he only shuddered, 
sad reluctantly asked — " How can you get it here ?" 

To this question Bob had a ready reply ; be had marked out bis plan, 
ud was at no loss for words in communicating it. " Why," said be,. 
" there's an old lumber wagoti we can have, all covered alee. Tony 
will provide all that establishment for me, without making any thing 
known to the family. Then we can drive away at our own (Measure, 
equipped with every thing necessary for the reeurrection. I'll tell 
Tony to be in waiting for my return, and can find out from him tbe ex- 
act locality of the grave, as he attended in person the funeral of his cel- 
ered iKother. So, you see, we're all right there. Whal say you 1" 

This was a poser to Tim ; be feared for his own nerves, and yet be 
knew his entire safety with such a traveling companion as Bob Sangar ; 
he knew alt bis friend's sanguine disposition too well to dare to refuse 
him, and hoped at tbe same time by an exhibition of daring before him 
to gain a hold in his esteem, and thereby make a more effectual inroad 
iqion tbe affections of his pretty sister. So he gazed vacantly into the 
fire, weighing the case with himself, when suddenly, tbe snappish ques- 
tion — " Afraid V brought him to hie senses in amazing quick time. 

" Afraid !" said he boldly, " no indeed ! I wm thinfing of tbe slyest 
j^n of operation," htqiing thus to excuse his delay in answering. 

" Good ! good I" cried Bob, slapping him on the knee, as soon as he 
caught the first part of hie answer : " but I've arranged that," he hastily 
lepbed to the second. " What time shall I be here ? Eight ? nine ? 
ten?" 

" Come by nine," said Tim, with increasing cpur^^e^ "I'm ready 
then." So Bob threw the stump of bis cigar into the ^e, and springing 



Digitized bvGoO^^IC 



1844.] THB KXsttRBKcnoHura: 31 

from his chair wished him "Good eTening," sAd dosed the dot^r aftei 
him before he could hare called faim back, if he had been bo disposed. 



CHAPTER II. 

Bob Sangar wai gooe. The being with whom Timodiy Twitter, 
Physician, had joat toen cloaeted in dote conveiuttion, had gone again 
to ihe bustle of the out-door world, and Timothy was very unexpect- 
edly leil to himself and his relalioas, What be had just heard from 
the lipfl of bis Tisitor was enough to unnerre any man, and such a maB 
as Twitter, to an amaziog degree. Tim sat a few momenta by hia fir* 
absorbed in thonght. The aad, melancholy twilight of an areoHig lata 
in November, imparted a gloom to every thing aroond hia room ; ih« 
fire sent back grotesqae images of the andirons oit the w^l ; he spaa- 
nodically tnmed his head romid to see if any one might be looking in 
at hia window, and then turned again and stared in the fire. A long 
ailence ensued, during which Tim's mind reverted to the conmlsiona 
of a dying negro, gasping for breath, grinding his teeth together, and 
moaning in agony, 'take 'em off! take 'em offi' and he whispered 
aloud at if feajrful lest some one might overhear, ' Bob Sangar I I can 
never do it! No, no, I must be excused.' Then as suddenly bA 
thought of Lilly, the roguish, sprightly Lilly, no more a coward than 
her dare-devil brother ; he remembered to have heard even in the pan- 
lominic shows that ' faint heart never won fair lady,' and he altered his 
determination. But atill there was something myaterions and dreadfiat 
-connected with the afiair ; the idea of exhuming a negro, but two days 
dead, no one knew whom, the possibility of his death being caused by 
some malady, his dying chatterings and groans, and then to see him 
stretched out on that identical oak table of his ! all this was horrible. 
But he mustered resolution, and as be rose from his chair to light hia 
limp, he exclaimed, I'll do it ! Ill do it ! Lilly must never laugh at 
Bob's relation of my chicken-heartsdnesa.' Then he lighted his lamp, 
aad went into the outer room, which he denominated his store, to turn 
the key preparato^ to going up stairs to supper. , 

The tea bell socm rang and called from lus misery a man who was 
pacing his store between the extremes of doubt and Eear. Hia land- 
lady never Indeed more smiling ; she seemed to Twitter to inquirs 
wiui imusual interest concerning his health and business ; the dtp of 
tea was so good he must repeat it ; the fire never burned mca« cheer- 
fully ; the cat purred in a very domestic strain, and Tim nsTer wished 
ao heartily he waa the huabaad of some such good lady, ^t he might 
forever Ind adieu to the life of a Physician. He lingered in the room 
longer than usual, and needed to be asked but once by Mrs. Whimpl* 
t» seat himself by her fireside, where she seated herself oppoaita iam, 
leaving the tea equipments standing as they had left them. 

Mrs. Whimple never would, good natm«d aonl as Ae was, bar* 
wmmdttd any one's fnlings, more paiticiilariy tboas of her firomising 
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boarder— no, not she ; but llie conversation was Tambling and desultory, 
extremely so ; and she must tetl the circumstances of the last execa- 
tion, HO awful, so very horrible ; it made her very blood crawl. And 
then the resuscitation of the criminal ; how he doubled himself up and 
groaned and foamed at his mouth ; poor creature ! how he cried for 
help and opened and shut his eyes, and on seeing them applying th« 
galvanized rods to different parts of his body, groaned ont exhaustedly, 
'take 'em off! take 'em off!' Timothy had listened as patiently as he 
could to the vhole narration, and this, it must be confessed, was but 
very impatiently and uneasily ; but when the identical words of tho 
victim of Bob Sangar's curiosity were repeated by a dying murderer, 
and again repeated to him by his own sweet landlady, it seemed as if hs 
were beude himself. He rocked backwards and forwards in his chair ; 
this was not molioa enough for his excited nerves, — he jumped up and 
walked the room, exclsiming, ' horrible ! dreadful !* and the like, as if 
to satisfy his gnawing terror. He looked at his watch ; it was already 
quarter past eight ; Bob was to be there at ten — no, at nine ! how t^ 
time had flown. On receiving this last intelligence from his tini*- 
kesper he said in a tone evidently forced to ptrevent any suspicion, * Mrs. 
Whimple, it's after eight o'clock, and I must go.' 

Go he did, though he would twenty times rather have stayed at home 
under the protection of hia landlady, than be dragged away by the furiooa 
Bob Sangar, on such a dismal night, to the solitude of a country grave- 
yard. He groped his way down stairs, and again seated himself by 
his fire, neglecting to unbolt his outside door again, if the thought once 
entered his head that he had fastened it. And there he sat, wrapped 
in his meditfttioQS. 

Meantime the invincible Bob had exchanged several calls on hie way 
h(»neward with his numerous acquaintances, and taken quite a stroU 
over the city before going home to tea, possibly revolving in his thoughts 
the arrangements of a proceeding in which he was for the first time to 
engage. Bob, it must be admitt^, had a great deal of that stuff called 
courage ; he was the last one to quail under any circumstances or ex- 
hibit '&e least signs of fear ; still in the very novelty of assuming the 
character of a resurrectioniM, there was something that called for more 
forethought than he^was wont to indulge in. So he aanntersd or tripped 
along as a fearful or an exciting thought struck him, till he suddenly 
found himself at his door. He went in and hardly answering the kind 
inquiry of his sister as to where he was going, for tea was waiting, or 
minding her frolioksome manner of closing the door before him while 
she stood with her back against it, other than by gently removing hei 
ttom het position, he pushed his way out into the kitchen, through into 
the outer yard, where he found tho object of hia desires, the servant, 
Black Tony. No time was lost in entrasting to this faithful servitor 
the object of his visit to the graveyard that night, and giving him all 
necessary orders iar accomplishing his purpose, together with an ad- 
motion to wait for his return, however late ; all which was patientiy 
listened to, and strict obedience thereto promised by oar black hero. 
Secrecy was ei^ined, and Bob bounded away to the social d«li|;hM 
of the tea table. 
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Bob's father hsd been absent for some time on bnsineu, and wm 
expected that day week. So for fear any anxiety riioiild be felt at hia 
staying out very late, he remarked at the table, that he had an engags- 
ment with a friend that evening, which might detain him very late. 

" Bob," said his sister Lilly, half frettingly, " why can't your stay con- 
tented with me at home one evening in the week at least ? Yon are 
always away. Now I've just learned some new pieces of music 1 
thought you might like to hear and was going to beg of you to ke^ in 
the house to-night. Youll surely meet with some one you would 
rather not, some of these dark nights. Come, do slay at home for my 

Had this protest and appeal fallen on the ears of any other persm 
than Bob Sangar, Timothy Twitter for instance, ihey would have had 
their due effect. But Bob coul^ be goyemed no better by a silken than 
a leathern rein, and his heedlessness of both had made him jsst what 
we 6nd him, a furious, though by no means reckiesB, yoong man, as 
allied to danger as to a harmless frolick. He heeded no such advice, 
and thoaghtit no trespass to disobey the mild commands of one, who 
would love him none the less for so doing. But for appeasing her de- 
sires, he consented to stay a little while and listen to her merry laugh, 
IX comment on her improved fingering of her instruments, or perhaps 
tell her a sad tale of some poor victim of the dissecting knife, with 
which he met in his daily lectures, (as if to brace himself to his com- 
ing task.) The hours passed, and ascertaining by his watch it wanted 
bni a few minutes of his appointed hour — nine — he abruptly lel^ the 
house, and found his way around to the bam, where Tony had equipped 
every thing to his satisfaction. Again he warned Tony to be ready 
waiting for him and his horse, and drove away to Tim Twitter in as 
high flow of spirits as could under the circumstances be expected. 

" Wul, wul," said Tony, when he was once fairly out of hearing, " it^ 
my turn now : nigga flesh be as good as white skin, and massa ou^it 
to know it too. I'U manage to inform him." The negro wheeled about 
on his heel with his hands in his pockets and arranged matters about 
the premises to direct his course immediately to an old tavern not far 
from their scene of action, where he well knew they wouM stop (o 
warm themselves with a glass of liquor. 

Up this street, and down that, dashed Bob and his lumbering vehicle, 
now in the full glare of the hghted street lamp, and again uuough a 
lane so dark and muddy that a traveler would never have dared to in- 
tmdeupon its silent precincts. But still the horse and rider went on, 
strught on, to the well known residence of Mr. Timothy Twitter. la' 
the condition in which we left him, gazing in the fire, trembling with 
fearful suspense and agitation, sat our redoubtable Tim, when Bob drew 
np at the door, fastened his horse and commenced thundering at iht 
door of his terror-stricken friend. Tim's hair fairly stood on end ; he 
hesitated whether to go at all, not knowing but he might fall beneath 
the bludgeon of a robber or the steel of some hardened assassin. By 
some fortunate means he so far lecorersd himself ts to recolleet Ids 
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spltoiiitmeut with his friend Bob, sad as if saddeBly relieved, he sprang 
to the door and opened it, neglecting to ask as the price of admisBion the 
name of hia nsitor, lest Lilly might possibly hear of his fear. In sprang 
Bob in his great-coat and skull-cap and widi his jovial " Hallo," pushed 
into the inner room, leaving Tim again to fasten the door if he chdSe. 

Tim soon found hia way back, inwardly exclaiming the while, " I vmu 
in hopes he wouldn't come !" and soon seated himself by the fire by 
the side of hia newly arrived friend. The comer spoke not for some 
time, but sat with his hands spread out on his knees, intently survey- 
ing Uie airsDgements of the fire department, and possibly hoping Tim 
would open the conversation. But such a hope was to aU appearance 
groundless .* Tim would willingly have set there all night, if by so do- 
ing ha thought his services on the coming occasion could have been 
dispensed with. So ht looked into the fire too. 

" Well," suddenly exclaimed Bob Sangar, with striking emphasis on 
this first word, " you're ready, I suppose. Twitter," for he often called 
him by his christian name, when his thoughts were serious. 

" Why, y-e-8," yawned Tim, " I s'pose so," but still he made ao 
effort to move, nor showed the least signs of any auch disposition. 

" Welt then, on with your coat and hat," rejoined Bob in a tone that 
betokened some impatience ; " the sooner we're ofi* now the belter. 
Just the night for us too ; the very ghosts won't dare to leave theil 
haunts on such a night as this." 

Tim had at this commsnd risen to envelop himself in his coat, and 
was for Ami fast advancing in hia labor ; but at the word ghost he teem- 
faled, and the arm that waa stretched out to find its way uirough its coal 
sleeve fell as if lifeless or struck with palsy. " You don't believe in 
ghosts, do you, Bob ?" said Tim in a somewhat low voice. 

" Ghosts !" shouted Bob, till the poorly furnished room fairly echoed 
again, " devil a bit I care for those night-walkers. Of course I can't 
help believing in 'em when their existence carries such incontestibia 
evidence to our very senses. My own uncle Jed saw one once with 
his own eyes, and well would it have been for him if that had been all, 
poor man. He had a bed with four posts above it, there, tike yours 
there ; he felt unwell one night, and was startled from hie sleep by 
hearing several persons in alow and solemn conversation ; so he list- 
ened : the sound came nearer and nearer — soon he saw four upright 
figures, one at each comer of his bed, gesturing and chattering away. 
He hoard one of them say, " What a large coffin Jed must have !" and 
shrieked for very fright, till the whole house came to his relief. The 
spectres were gone, but he never got over it, and after lingering aloag 
for some time under the tortures of a burning brain fever, died repeating 
to his friends that stood around Kis bedside, — ' Let Jed have a large 
coffin !' That's all tme too !" 

Poor Tim was not proof against all this, aud never would have stood 
it another moment, had not the bold Bob offered to sing an old grave- 
robber's song to cheer himself up with, and commenced his tJagiug too 
before time waa given for Tim's acquiescence. It ran thus ; 
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"Away, Bojb'. away! 

To the ffiBTe-yud, I say, — 
Away with yonrpick-aie and q>aile! 

Thare'l a clond oraiiiead. 

And tha mooiiiB a-bed. 
And all iHMBe in deep nlanee la laid ; 

Then away, histe away. 

Era Uie light of the day 
And tiajai^oa yooi motknu hu wogbed. 

Hme we go — there we g"), — 
Now above — now Mtm, 

O'er turf-moDiidB and giavea of the deepen ; 
O'er foes, and a'er friends, — 
Where the light willow bendi, — 

And the graw b refredied by the weepers ! 
lie red-crested worm 
"Will ne'er harm the fotm 

Of wlucfa we have [oadBourBelTes, keepers. 

mie spade — how it rings 

In the ear as it biings 
The ha]r-eateii coffin to light ! 

And the dirt — how it latls 

Back to its dark balls. 
Where it mouldered away ih)m the sight ! 

And the sleeper is moved 

Fnna the place that he lored 
At the speed of the gtave-robber'B flight" 



By the time thu comforting boIo had been perfonned, Tim had be- 
come >omewhat hardened, and mustered spunk enough to speak in high 
terms of praise concerning the whole muaical performance. His coat 
waa fastened tightly around hint, and hia hat drawn in a very unusual 
manner down over his eyes, when after intently surveying his appear- 
ance in the glass before him, whose presence we had forgotten in the 
enumeration of his earthly possessions, he very significantly made it 
known to Bob that he thought he was ready. Such report of pragresa 
was extremely welcome to Bob, and he waa, as the reader may imagine, 
the firet out of doors, standing by the side of his vehicle.' Tim followed 
on, fastened the door, and waa soon seated by the side of hia friend on 
the Beat. 

■] 
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THE THREE NEW ELEMENTS OF MODERN LIFK 

MoDKftN Lirs has three new elemento which mainly distiagnish it 
from ancient, let. A new physical constitution, bestowed by the G«r- 
manic conquests. 2d. The perfected Koman Law and Literatitre, and 
3d. Christianity. With the operation of each of these elements on our* 
■elvfis, we are familiar : erery circumstance of Life, from the earliest 
formation of the body to the highest religious impulse of the soul, is 
moulded by one or another of them. But there are certain remarkable 
facts connecled with the anion of these elMnents, and a great conclu- 
sion to be drawn from the future development of this union, with which 
we aie not so familisi. 

Our physical constitution derives from the ancient Germans. 

Of their history, I need say nothing ; they swept away the wom-ont, 
oaeless races that lay stagnant on the noblest regions of the earth, as 
the ftesh wind of the mountain sweeps away the foul mists which moiil' 
dei in the valleys around its base : it was a violent wind indeed, and in 
those valleys, many a fair flower perished, whose beauty we cannot but 
lament ; even huge trees and rocks which had stood so firm in their age 
sod strength that they seemed the very buttresses of Nature, would 
sometimes fall ; but we may be sure that a more valuable vegetation 
has grown in the soil which the flowers occupied, and that out of the 
frsigments of the trees and rucks men have built their dwellings. There 
are indeed great charms in all that is connected with these Northerners 
of the world. There was a luxuriance of grandeur in their dark old for- 
oits, scarce younger than the deep rivers and inland seas upon which 
their shadows fell : in their unknown beasts and people of giant stature 
and strength — in the wonderful tales they told of their half human pa- 
rents, and half human deities ; but it was only physical luxuriance. 
There was a luxuriance of beauty too, in the cold silent shades of those 
forests, in their quiet summers and in their blue-eyed, fair-haired men ; 
bnt it was only physical luxuriance. You will look in vain, through 
die histories vf this people, previous to the fall of the Roman Empire, 
in their few writings, and in the traces of their action on society, for 
any thing which appears like what we call intellectual culture. Mod- 
«m history has obtained its bodies of tbem, but its mind must be sought 
dsewhere. While the Germans were reared in twelve hundred years' 
contest with the strictest forms of Nature and of Man, to be the phys- 
ica] ancestors of a new history, the Romans had been taught in »j\ the 
knowledge which the world could afford, to be the ancestors of its mind. 
But is this really so ? Do we indeed owe nothing of this mind, to the 
parentage of this body ? The mountain stream does indeed bring down a 
few golden grains which are worth preserving, but the grest mind, the 
chief sotiTce of our treasure, must be sought elsewhere. From the 
None pirates, through the Saxon Kings of England, you will find little 
of this race worth preserving — little that has been preserved, beudes 
the strong physical frame. No, the Romans are as tmly onr intvUoct- 
nal uicestors, aa the German our physical. 
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But what are the bodr and the mind without the soul ? What ia 
strength, while a frightful uneertaiaty pervades us whether it come of 
God or ^ the Demon 1 What ia mind, while its cultivation only makes 
TU donht of Virtoe and of Vice, which is our Master, which our Maker 1 

When in the beginaing the Earth was created in chaos and enqiti- 
Beeu — God yet designed it for the dwelling place of beings sensitive to 
bowity and deformity. All the elements which we call atrDng, the 
winds, the waters, and the fires, were aet for a hundred centuries at 
' wortc upon the mas*, yet nothing beautiful appeared until there were but 
■ix daya \e(t, before the sensitiTe beings most be created. There was 
no sun by day, nor moon by night, to soften the rough surface of rocka 
and waters — there waa no life of beasts, of birds nor of Sowers — there 
was no light save occsaional foul ^immera oil the ground, or quick 
flashes of lightning through the aky, when of a sudden, a voice was 
heud — " Let there be light ;" then was the accumulated etrenglh of 
those dartt ages brightened by the sun and the moon : a soft bed of 
flowara.and herbage OTerspread the naked rocka, and Man appeared— 
the aenaitivs being for whose eye of beauty the whole was made. But 
was not UtHL in the Earth before 1 was he an entirely new creaticat, or 
was ha not part of the niginal, and made complete when the elements 
had prefwred the place of his life ? You remember that " the Lord 
God formed Man out of the dust of the gronnd," Wonderfully like this 
whole scaae of the birth of animal hfe in Man, waeihe birth of his spir- 
inal, the inUrodnction of ChrlBtianity. Through long ages, the oiigutal 
riementa of Nature had been workiog among ^e masses of men, deveL- 
^ling theit strength and ari-aaging their powers, and strength was de- 
Toioped and power after power received its proper equilitarium, until ail 
that those elements could do, was d<»e. But, as ia the beginning there 
had been no light by which to discern the excellencies of creation, nor 
animal life, to enjoy these excellencies, so, now there was no moral 
light, DOT Ufe. Man had indeed tried his slrengtb in grapplingwith the 
fitfms of evil, which he could not fail to perceive always about him — 
jret how vsiidy ! The darkness was scarcely broken by the faint light 
that woidd Bometimes glimmer like a will-o'-the-wisp across a few 
feat <tf gronnd, or it was torn asunder by a flash through the sky alike 
terrible and unprofitable — then suddenly shone out that calm star in the 
East, and the troubled religions and philosophies which lay half dead, 
half alive through the world, were revived and purified into the per- 
fect, universal faith. This was the true birth of the soul — its ancestiy 
was God. 

But was not the soul on Earth before ? Was the soul an entirely 
■•w cre^on ? Aa the body lay unformed and ueeless dust, before it 
was inspired with animal life, so did the soul lie formless and useless 
before it was inspired with spiritual life. 

Behold now, Uie three elements united : a German body, with a Ro- 
Kan mind and a Christian soul. 

There is that in the very fact of this union which of itself would lead 
ns to anticipate great results, if we had not already knowledge of them. 
Indesd, had wo lived at the very time when it first began, we think w« 
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must hnve felt an inward prophecy of some grand end. And can you 
not perceive a dim shadowing out of some half-felt prophetic intimation 
in the lives of the leaders of those times ? When they had looked back 
upon die golden age before Saturn was dethroned, did they not look 
forward to the time when Saturn should be re-throned ? Be this as it 
may ; since through two thousand years we see the eyent with that 
clear vision which distance gives objects not too remote, cmcealing nn- 
Unportant parts, and bringing confines ,within the reach of a single view, 
the great plan and its great end stand directly before us. Even what, 
0& a hasty survey, might seem an objection to the existence of such ». 
|4an — ^what w« may call its waste, the destrucitoa of numberless lives, 
the expenditure of mind and the consumption of whole centuries, in 
which nothing that is good to onr eye can be found, manifests irresist- 
•bly the grandeur of the plan — irresistably proves the importsoce of its 
coDBUDHnation. 

What is this consummation T to what period in the history of the 
world has it brought ns ? It is the consummation of perfect humsnity : 
it is the last period in history. We do not sssert that the end of the 
pteaent constitution of the world is near — nor that we have akeady 
reached the age of perfect humanity -, but that all the elements ate here ; 
that all the ingredients have been thrown in, and riow they must work 
together until the combination be perfect. When the combination 
>luU be perfect, perhaps God will break the crucible and remove its 
contents. This is no draft by fancy. You can see their sufficiency in 
die elements themselves. What more can be necessary to bring na to 
til the perfection of our nature than a strong body, s well-made miad 
and a religions soul ? But the actna] observed result on the condition 
of our race already demonstrates the truth. Of all the great, or good, 
m beautiful since the fall of the Western Empire, either in physical 
achievement, in learning or in mor^s, not one act can be found, which 
does not involve at least two of these elements : and there is net a sin- 
gle nation of those which stands foremost in arms, in arts, and in virtue, 
in which the three are not plainly to be seen. On the contrary, there 
has never been a crime committed, or suffering feh, that was in nature 
remediable, which one or another of these elements could not have 
remedied, nor has there ever been a nation, so low io humanity, that it 
could not have been raised to perfection bv their union : not to an ided 
perfection, but that perfection, whatever the state may be, of which our 
nature is capable. 

We are aware that there are some eyes too short-sighted to reach so 
distant a view, and others whose very keenness of vision confounds ob- 
jects beyond, or only incidentally attached to them, with the chief points 
in the view ; but to the common eye, the view is clear, the combina- 
tion perfect, the deductions unavoidable. 

We know, too, there are those to whom such speculadons are unaccept- 
able, because the inspired eye has sometimes ventured to report what 
visions it saw in the future, or because fancy-given philosophers have 
dreamed conclusions not unlike to these. We should be wary — there 
may be truth in dreams. Ah ! Revel&don, Ress(»i, History — tha Po- 
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et's inspiration — the Philoaopher's thoughts, hare each looked out in 

the future iMa peifect humanity. We have learned that the day is 
near by. 



I m T(rif4 thai «wftka mj louL It la the Tolea et ran thai ant f 

rdeed)."— Oiauir. 

Thebe flittelli a plajful boy at the door. 

His ringleta ilowing &ee ; 
His tin; feet he bides in the Band, 

And siogeth cueleasly. 
And he stops and thinks of his bone and (on 

He left on the parior floor. 
And mas with glee lo find tbem tkirs. 

But stops to tlunk no moiB. 

There dimbeth s Youth amonfr the ahimidt 

Of B gallant ship at sea ; 
HelcTcsiathe free, wild winds to (H, 

And court faai Hemnj. 
And he casts bis eye □'«- the (baming mife, 

And hears the wind's sad lay ; 
But he thinks, he thinks of a nutba'f Iotb, 

And tarns with tears away. 

An <Ai man sitteth beside a grave. 

His locks all silvered o'er ; 
How the; tremble now as hs shaketh bis hsad, 

And aingeUj— " Ah ! no more !" 
And he etcheth with a maty knife. 

To trace the lettere old ; 
And he draws his rough hand o'er his eyes. 

For the letters he hath ti^ 

And he casteth bis eye cm a hillock near. 

With an old maas-eoTaed Mone ; 
And we^Mth to think of his eaiiy tAeoA, 

And groanetb — " All alone !" 
But he was tut kme, for be sat tbws still. 

And JNTked their company ; 
And there he sat atill, a i^ulehts 

To retfive Hoanry. 
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Wi proffer not to ooi readen, od commencing Ibe lend Tolnme of our Magttiiiw, 
any new ami pteavog pnnnisn fbi the futora ; ve come not bafina yoa with ■dj norci 
•nt of congratulations — neither do we point jou back to tbe put hiBtorf of ont M*g- 
aune with any oobeaid of feelii^ of satiBhction ot pride — the long line of oib hrai- 
ved jnedecesBoiB baa done oil thii before ns. Each, aa he appeared to his retqiectiTa 
nadem and more immediate mppOTteii, has given looae to all these feelings in snb- 
limer ways (ban we coald hope to acqnite, even bj tbe most severe procew itf fanita- 
tion. Each has felt and expressed his jay and his hope, each has taken his place with 
* modest distnut in his eqoalitj to his situation ; and we, in our individual turn, 
would lain submit expresaionB of similar ^e«iity. The first decade of our biatorj is 
just closing ; whether the dose of a second shall witneis what we now behoM, le- 
mains alone to be answered bj our editorial posterity. If, howerei, our fanmbla infiu- 
mce shall claim for itsdf such an extended sphere, we pnimiBo those who may come 
Aflet OS an ezami^, St least, for its constancy, ' worthy of all inilalioQ,' We must 
oon&ss, when we look forward another fen ytari, we feet obliged ' to chew the cud of 
tweet and Utter fancies,' yet we love, also, ' to n^ as a sweet mcHwl under our tongne* 
the hope that with our Magazine ' all will yet be well" We feel hovering about nm 
tbe guaidian-apirit of our old ' ci^n,' which, like the one that stood at the right 
hand of the exile of Patmos, is constantly eiborting ns to ' write the things we 
have seen, and the things which are, and the things which shall be hereafter f and 
to this doty we betake ourselves with ming^ feelings of plea«urB and regret Wa 
have teftt a Miecellany, devoted exclusively to literature, w^ worthy of its frnmdeni, 
and of the inatitulioD in which it claims its birth, gnarded in its inlereets by a hun- 
dred eyes, all jealona of its deatiny, now almost sunk in adversity, and now speeding 
on in the sunshine of prosperity, reach its tenth volume ; and if we may be permitted 
to transgress our proper bounds bo fat aa to anticipate our third point, we ' write' that 
we sJbiU tet the completion of this tenth volume, at least- Of the thingi ahick art, 
we might have seen more ; at any rate, of the many things, we have as yet seen bat 
fcw labieripUon*, We could really wish that so much of the mystic, transcendental 
Ibeory of Gennan Philosophy were carried into practice, that we might all live as spi- 
ritual essences, dreaming away in out happy cloud-lsnd, or reading the thoaghts of 
othem without having imposed upon us this eternal price, without having to buy so 
much mmd with so much money ; and it is a wiah we extend out of a pute sympa- 
dtetic afikitian toi our race, to our readers also. But do not, kind Reader, we beseedt 
you, delude yours^ and (what is more] destroy as. Money, Kke charity, cove>eth a 
multitude of sins, and no sin of ouis will find under its covert so sure raxicealment si 
the itn of remissness and negligence. But soberly, is there nothing in uding to ea- 
laUiah snd cultivate a pure, classical, and hterary tasts among ns, — nothing in the in- 
floeaca the cultivation of such taste is sore to have on as individually, and aa an In- 
•titatioo, — nothing in the dignified cbaracter it givsa as at hone and abroad, worth 
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thapitifiil mun drananded? la not the temponry losa, if Euch it be couidend, mora 
tbui canponBaled by (be iaterest univermUy takon, and lemotely bj this rai; loa tM, 
in mUlerB pertainmg to a complete educatioD? We"pa\iBe for a reply f we Bwatt 
our tiaponfle in the list of our Bubscriben. Our only payer for tboae, whom a miita- 
ken meumras has led utray, ia that they may cairy theii mooej till it fasteni upon 
IbcuflahiMidid the &tal blood upon the &ir hands oF Lady Maebetb. Itwillprova 
indeed a " barran sceptre in ^ir gripe." Of the things which (Anil bf hgreafltr we 
JiiwifT nothiiig; analog is but a poor guide to any reBMningfl in the unveiled Future; 
henoewe pro^ecy Ibiit with do certainty. We are proeperous nsu, — with due obaer- 
vance of the Editorial oath, on the part of oui foUowm, whm the Future becomes 
I^BMot, we shall be prasperoiiB then- 
How has passed with you, Reader, the long Summer Daja of a Fall Vacation ? — 
We are ourselires " true Yankeee," and we gtuit, we camiot help gaetting — pleasantly. 
Is it not a pleasvire indescribable, after burs^g the trammels of strict Collegiate dis- 
cipline, or throwing uSthe confinement of sickness and gnawing diiease, to find one's 
■hIT bee to wander at large, wherever predilections and pleasing associations would 
lead us 7 Tu roam among tho leafy woods, and recline on mossy banks, beds of flow- 
ars and long gnus, " beneath the honeysuckle's shade," or catch the wild song; of the 
distant waterfall, in its rocky cavern, as it leaps and cnrveta, and dashes un to klM the 
dimpled whirlpool below 1 Nature at this season of the year, by the intermingling of 
its melancholj sadness, its goi^eous appearances, and its merry sounds, finds with na 
the deq)est admiration and love. Morning, noon-day, and evening, alike preeeot their 
ebarming peculiarities, and are each occadons of happy enjoyment In the early 
grey of moming, when Earth seems gettiDg ready to shske off her nightly nAe, bo- 
spangled with dew or liinged with the spaAlea of the hoai-irost, — 
« To bear tbe luk bi«lD his fliflil, 

And sliiilDg ilanla ifae dull nigbt— 

~ m Us waleb-lowa la tba iUs, 



Aod to Ito Mack Di Hm bam-dow 

Proudl]' MnK Irti danas bdbre,— 
WUIe tie ptoufbmsn HU St hsnd 
WlilHlnO>albc (nrtowedlsnd, 



TUlUi 

WbUe As cock wltb 11 

ScstuntberurofdBTkneaa tbin, Aadlbemi 

In the almost sacred silence of noon-day, to linger mider tbe old boughs of eome ator- 
dy forest trees, white the subdued sttUneos is broken only by the soft ftiU of soaie An- 
ttmmleaf, asif alraid to disturb its kindred } or the dn^iping of nuts &om thapawaof 
•ome marauding squirrel, and in fine, to txferience the calm feelings oooauonsd by 
■Dch a scene aa Tom Moore beautifully sketches in the Icdlowing linea; — 
"bwnenooB, sodoo SowaslliUlaiiiDUiedsnHmd, 
Ib lileDce npiKH OMTtdaptiious tiee ; 
Everrleafwssalrest—oDdl beard iwt anui^, 
Bire Ibe woodpHkn upplng lbs bidtow beach-tne." 
In the golden hours of evening too, to stroll in lonely mosinga under tbe silvery light of 
I)h barvett iiu>i», or perchance, if Heaven bo will it, with some " endeared" one bj 
your aide, to admire in confidentia] mlerview the softened aspect of Nature. Tlura i« 
nothing in Nature so striking as the change wrought on its outward appearance by tbe 
beams of moonlight The same places m the glare of sun-light we viewed tamalj, an 
BOW transformed by a process apparently as myslerious and sudden as those of which 
we read in Arabian fiction, into perfectly bewitching scenes. Earth seems like a 
fairy's giotto ; wood, lake, and plain, are all wnpped in the beautifnl theec of inoa». 



D„ii„.db,Go(5glc 
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E^t; m diM«m|mMerabj,^liaTeiKit UMpoverto diatJogaiBh tfieiB; th« lum 
are drinkmg in mkotly the dew or Heaven ; the niigh^ woods are all horiied in n- 
Isnoeuid Bleeping; the vnia fetire to diMurb the repose of its inbabiUnts, aadSea 
ihnaberiDginlheBnnsorihesnrToiindiiighiDs; nnuie and tbesonndof nnom float 
■)ra^ on Ihs Btill ur, and the criekel witii hia aluveiing comi^aJnt, <w tte " Katy-did," 
with her hoarse tieUe, laanenta the end trf the " eunimer-King." It is under inch in- 
ipintion (bat we tune oar rude harp, — " O'er oar dMulder rudely flung :" — 
I liaget on itie hill tboi, 
Bo JmHj do tbaj ■«■ 
JU TtMT wet* falriaa n 
AdowD ■ qDl« lU 



Bow'nt bMiAi in lowlr hexl 




And I vhlapETto her n»d1f— 

Wbo loTsUi Dol Ilie moonllgtu 
TtasI mutleUi new old Eulh, 

And Jendctb Iter a beaulr 
She hmd WK in ber birth T 

O, tb* (llnoilBc moonlight— 
Tba BDonUchi ftv ms I 

sir nlgbllj If 

lliereiainthe sad melancholy daysof Autumn, a kind of holinesB, ■ eaered akoee 
irf' Ifatura, St if ihe were woriihiping in her wooded temples, whose jnfluenceone can- 
not &il to trace on bis finer feelings. Man biJds a sympathy with Nature as with hia 
feUow-nian, and be hot pooriy knows the subtle refinement of Humanity, who is not 
dbcted by the scenes oroond him. Nay, forther, be is fit only for " treasons, strata- 
gems, and qnils." 

Hie crannieucenMnt of another Collegiate year brought with it all the nsoal eicite- 
nenl and hnstle. ¥ta oae week the old College Yard presented an uncommoDly active 
appearance. Absent ones retoming^-boys with b^gage running — congratulationa 
thickening — aeqwiintmtcti forming — fbmiture moving — cbattela seUing — electioneer- 
ing— etowda gathering — speechoi making — cheers ringing, — the greatest multiplicity 
(rf interests accumulating at this one period, that present tbemselTes at any point of s 
Oidlegiate life. It did one's soul good to witness the old spirit of Yale again aroused, 
and ho true sons so earnest in her interests. College haa been termed a miniatura 
wotld, and verilj, be who woold find a pleasanter most look beyond the precints of 
Time. It has, it is true, its trials and toils, but they are soiaterwoTen witbonalloyed 
pleasures, that it would be difficult to separate them Ibr the sake of a distinction. The 
addi««assbe6a>e the literary Societies this year were uncommon]; good, and evinced 
an nnnsuol degree of good feeling. One who can on such a festiTsl fee! the water* 
of enTy M jealousy bubbling up from his heart, certainly deserves not the uotico of his 
lUlows. We could not help thinking ag we listened to Ibem, what a tissue of mingled 
fadings was there [«esented. The orator whs himself, wboll; himself on that occa- 
BDon ; iht listener, the unfi^rtunatb victim of an une^Kcted beuBTfolencej was carried on 
with the speaker, now b(nling over with indignation at the expose of some viUainooi 
trick, — now relaxing ths straiiked lortion of bis muscles to let go, balloon like, a grim- 
lUNi or a laugh that bad hovered anuod his face, and long asked deliverance. Appa- 
Mtttl; a man's dtitmy was at stake, and he was pathetically beaoo^ to let his decis' 
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ioD be nnbiund b; ■n; filae rcfwossaUtioDi on either hand. The intereiti of " li- 
DMua," who had aoloag slept in her gnve aatobkve been fixgotten, bat whoec nwn e 
w— faUj lerived in her actiTe bodb, were ftill; set forth b; the hondwl, Hr, BiiD»- 
Kftdeof Iba SetuoT Clus, and Mr. Haw^ of the Jimiiir Clan. lle"Bn)thaim 
Vmtf" fdt tbemwilTce veil repreBeoted, and tbeii cbdm ibl; pnaoited by their Prm- 
dMt, Mr. Eeimedy, Hr. Nickenon of the Senior Clan, and Mr. Fottc* of the Jmuw 
CUm. Ttie reaolta were a Tictor; claimed bj both aif, but gained bjneitlMri — mnEh 
•bowofgoodwiUanda/reii horveat well-gamered. Haj erory fbture reoomace of 
thia oeremooy be diuu:terized wi|^ equal aatiBTaction to all. 

Old Yale too, has witnesaed another anniverNu;, equally impOTtant and intanoliBf . 
Yale Litentnre found ita championa and defendeison Thtinday ermiing, thelOlhutL 
in the College Cbapd. We muat any that such a fair, caniUd preaNitatioii of lb* 
elaimi of our beloved Maga we never before listened to. The meeting wae addrealed 
by Phrf I^nwd, Ibe Rev. Joaeph P. Tbompwjn, Tutin- Emeiron, the Rev. Wm. T. 
Bacon, — (he parent of onr Magazine, and one of whoee poeme we give in to-dBy"! 
■ombor— Mr. Eldredge of the Theolc^csl School, and VtaL Silliman. An oneom- 
Bwa degree of interest attached itself to this festival, and we trust we eball find by on 
aobacriptioB paper • nmilai degree of interest sxaled in tbs minds of tboae who at- 
tended it Tbe speech of Mr. Eldredge was poweriul^waa beautifuL Emt waa 
torn Ihm its depdis and lay qnjvering like a bleeding hesrt before oh : knowledge was 
■st up on its proper throne ; the entanglements of Ignorance and Prejudice were tooted 
oot fhnn Ibeir matted hstneaaea, and flung awey into obscurity. Tbe whole speech 
of this gentlemaii was characterized with his usual fires of eloquence, and earnestness 
of manner. 

It may perili^ ba a matter of cnrio«ity (o sDine old gradiiates to know fiDin sothen- 
tic information that in oonsequence of eome aat-ii-btll elrcomnance, the old bell that 
has so Icog Aolicked and leaped and sung in ita antique hrane, and has beo) to so 
many, for years, the imly diatntbetof thtir qoiet and enjoyment, has at last been ta- 
km down to give ]4ace to anolha. How many revilings, maledictiona, and cur*ea 
have been uttered againtt that old servant of l^e ! How much bostle and hnny, 
confosioa and disappointment have its tones created a thousand time* ! How much 
Fbetry too, pure, patent Poetry has been measured out by its ringing 1 How many 
have rolled over at its kicking and (dunging and screaniiag, and how many more have 
nUed out of bed .' Terily on that old bell there hangelh many a " tale," tales of wos 
too, and dis^yiintmwit j and wehcqw tbe w«rid will not long bein want tf its his- 
loian. We were sorry to part with it, but oonacoited fully only oo learning the nra 
eicdlencjea of ita snceessor. Hie new oteatore seemetb modeat and damnre; ahes- 
itaaey it iriiowa at first, in performing its hard tasks, and then seems to ring softly out 
•f pure Bympathy for its hsteners. Its rich, mdlow tmes fall ca our ear like mosic, 
and seem to travd imdtr onr " aiched roof" of trees with very reverence. At evening 
it cbSs to pvyer in a tone as silvery and subdued as an old Convent Bell, moumM; 
pealing across the still bay of waters. We have fortunately had put in our possessiiKi 
a fisw daya slnae, a bnrst of poetic foeling coaoeming it It runs as follows :^ — 
"I knrl saraniMaiiditlasv, 

Aa4 H Ml like nnrie npoB ■>/ sar ; 

I llMed HBlo, toes* ir IWBi »,- 

Tei, li wu Ibe hw bell'iHif* / 
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t( mill o'H- Ibe nxA>iidavlrllH(r«n, 
Aiidltra]Ii,ltrDUelliwb(t* ilwp bu be«o. 

Iliu ii but a poor Kunple of the immorUlit; ooi autboi has " done" this new coiner 
mmong amse-makera. We sappien more of it, out of pure aynipatbj for the leadec'a 
•xeitAble fedin^, u wdl ai frran a detp rtgard Sat the well being of tbe mitbor. 
Bell-leUiea nrelj leen tbe propa GeU iin him. We wish him no wone th&n well 

B; leference to the pagei of the CatalojrDe, we find the diSerent clusaei to number 
uftJlowB: SeliionT6,Jmuon 89, SephodionM 139, fVeabmeoSS, making io all 403; 
an ezkDtnKNia Qumber lor the Academical portion alone. Mr. Noonej, former Tutor 
in Fhilonphr, has left, to fiU a PnfsBaonhip b the Mathematical Df^artment U W«it- 
•n Reaerre College, and Mr. Rumae; also. The new addition made thereby to the 
Fseutt; eonmats of Mr. Brace, and Mr. Emeraou. Ande tnna these alight cbangea, 
Bm Fhcnltj preaerre the aame unchanging, unchangeable appearance a* eTBr, pra- 
aentiag the same "terror to evil-doera," branding with the same marib the good 
•haepoftbefbld. 

We hare reeeired from Borne kind hand, a few loose leaTca, aifarentl/ &om aome 
ml oT a Joumal. Tie excuse we offer te preae ntin y them here, we trust will be as 
■atiahctoij to the writer, aa it is binding on onraelTea. We considered them a pii- 
'rate Editorial bequeath, inch as few of tbe qmll department ever chance to transfer to 
Hmu own account, — a low breath of a, whisper in oni ear, and one which we will not 
even whisper to jou, reader. Wesdeclfnunit mch hidden gems as we choose to coll, 
■od take the liberty of arranging them as best to ghttei in this our Editmial bouquet 

" Here at last, I sit with my pipe in its wonted place, my mouth, doing penance 
fbr my past hults. The hours of midnight have just rung out in their Bilveiy tones on 
the clear air, — all ssTe my own breathing, or the occasional snapping of the candle, 
that stares in my face, preaervea the silence of death. It is now that 1 loTe to think 
of die days long wrapped in tbe folded Past— of the IbnnB of the departed, and occa- 
rionaUy to strain mj eye OTer the iride waste of the Future, if by any means I may 
spy the stragglii^ sail of some richly flighted bark of Hope. I lave to build at this 
Mill hour, those Kuned ' Castles in the air,' whose gossamer fiibiic would diss^te in 
tte H^ t^ling light of broad da;, — end then to people tbem with those fleeting image* 
of my dieamy brain, that donomore than peraonify the broken ends of tbe coolortiom 
of my thonghts. Such to me is midnight, and such are its mysterious influences." 
■ * ■ " True it is that from the time I assume the ' toga viriM I must step forth into 
Ht, equipped with elastic ac^rity and unbending energy : true thai I must aerer 
iwne of the dosel ties of fiiendahip, and leave those on whom mj heart secretly 
dotted to the rude handling of the world : true that all the illusions of the lender fan- 
ay of Tooth, all the airy labries of a qiortive imagination must tbon be dispelled and 
broken — but theio is for aO this, in the very activity and bustle of life, in the very su- 
ites between oar elbows and vitahlies, aa we nui^ our wn; along, enough of real 
poetry fin contemplaUmi ; there is a pride satisfied iu standing erect among our fel- 
Iowa as a man, anawerable for one's deeda only at the bar of Jostiee and of God, and 
in proclaiuung tbe rights of individual worth with a Uving voice, as well as a living 
example ; there is a sweet 'land of dreams' to be journeyed through in the emotions of 
jonng Love, and the joy of accepted professions, which the mere tuner of the lyre con- 
not appropriate to himself i thereis still a sadder andmafemoumfulpoelry in planting 
Ibe fresh gravesof dqiaried friends with strnple flowers, and mvoking the smile of the 
TOrv elements on thsir lowlj beds. life througbont, call it what one may, is too truly 
ft ibangeinixtnie of smiles and tears, sorrow and joy ; y«t nMie cling to it so eageriy 
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ms tboan who ire most sodl; wounded with its thofns." ■ ■ "I ilwayl loted ■ 
Suadaj BTeninf m Siumaer; d&ys Ihnt ue bright uid warm, tlna turn totfaedr tan- 
set and seem to act over again a little existence in the ' dew; twilighL' There is 
mcha lulidDed tmaquillitj abonl Iheair — (he BCenety, and die very ■oundsthatreaoh 
the eat. It would seem that blessed angels were floating nnseen ia the aii, canpn^ 
peace to aU earth— to nature aa well sa to man. The man of business walk* with ■ 
more meaaoied gait — the cleanly dressed boys gaunter about the old grave stonea ia 
the cfaamh-yaid, and soften the boiBterouBnesa of their laogh into a smile; and then to 
watch the lisiof moon — the fast growing shadows, while the chorch-bell sends forth 
its mellowed tones &omthe &tant tower, — all this is but an outline of the picture of a 

Snnda; ETening in Summer." 

" IUb evening recdved a letter from sister E ; the whale burden of her MUg 

is, • Cousin lizzy has come to pass two or tbreo months with ui, and you will be ex- 
pected to be mi>rt than tauaib/ attsntive and agreeable during your vacation. We 
■hall see if yoa will complain at her demands for youc services as much as yon nsed 

" Hera is a pleasant prospect, indeed I have been looking forward the whole temi 
lo those ux weeks, as anzioualj bb the good MnSBulman to Paradise ; I bad arranged 
■11 mj plans to do nothing but read and play chess; ood now to have them all bro- 
ken up by a little minx of an awkward comitiy cousin, whom I never saw before, — 
pshaw ! it is provoking '. Good bye to all thoughts of studying Shakspeare slid Char- 
ley Lsmb. Probably she doesn't know that such men ever ezieleil ; and as fcf cheas, 
ni bet two to one she is as familiar with the Great Mc^ul. 

" And then to be obliged to eacixt her anywhere and everywhere, (for, o! courae, she 
must see everylbing,) — lo meet my acquuDtances with that fresh bod of innocence 
banging on mj arm so lamiliarly — why, tbe girla will all cut me. 

"I have heard that she was threatening to ' conw down and see the sights,' btil why 
in the name of wonder should she have hit upon my vacation '. 1 always thought J 
was the nnluckiest feDow alive, and this caps the climax. I'll light a nincipe. and 
tty to pufF away my vexatkm. 

" Ah '. talk to me of ' the concealed comforts of a man locked up in woman's love !' 
— they are insignificant in comparison with the pleasniea of om- student-Hfe, — but 
sren those would be dullness itself, but fbt the iragrant weed. 

" Methinks I could ndte volumes on the ' Great Plant,' — but both the EJnglish and 
Anerican Lamb have sung its praises, and I ibrbeai. Poor Chariey 1 it must havs 
cost (bee b stmggle lo lesign the 

• Plaat iUtIbs of rarat vlnoa.' 
Surely, &i Walter Balmgh deserves the thanks of our community, for tobacco it the 
staff of our life. I often think that cigars are like frienda. Both are of every verie^ 
of size, shape, and compleiion, both are constantly used, and both are much abased. 
A good cigar soipasses moat fiiends in devotion lo you, tbi it yields up its life in your 
MTvice without a muminr. The yoong and inexperienced appreciate the valua of nd- 
tber ; one ought not lo smoke or swim until he knows how. It fairly makes my beort 
ache to wilneas the firH efforts of an mcipient smoker : he bites and gnaws lb; deli- 
cate substanee, as thoogh it had no feeling, and every moment knocks off tbe wbito 
ashes. I diould as soon think of wasting awaylbe life of a fiiendin my behalf, and 
flnn soatteiing his remains to the four winds. 

" I loretoexbaast the heart of tbe fragrant roll, sbndy, and ahnost impeieeptiUy, a* 
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